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Prologue 
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By  Mr.  Smith. 


TO  you, great  Sovereign  Wits,  that  have  fuch  fway, 

Without  Controul  to fave ,  or  damn  a  Play, 

That  with  api/b,  my  Anthony,  or  Jo,  •  • 

Can  the  bejl  Rally  d fence  at  once  ode  throw ; 

And  by  thispow'r ,  that  none  mujl  quefiion  now , 

Have  made  the  mojl  Rebellious  Writers  bow. 

Our  Author ,  here  his  low  Submiffion  brings , 

Begging  your  pafs,  calls  you  the  Stages  Kings  ; 

He  fayes ,  nay, on  a  Play -Booh,  /wears  it  too , 

Tour  pox  uppo’nt  damn  it, what's  here  to  do} 

Tour  nods, your  winks,nay,your  leaji  figns  of  Wit,/ 

Are  truer  R  eafon  thane' re  Poet  writ,  C 

And  he  obferves  do  much  more  fway  the  Pit.  ^  \ 

For  fitting  there  h'has feen  the  leffer  gang 
■Of  Callow  Cr kicks  down  their  heads  to  bang  ; 

Lending  long  Ears  to  all  that  you Jbould fay, 

S o  under /land,  yet  never  hear  the  Play : 

Then  in  the  Tavern  [wear  their  time  they 've  lofi. 

And Curfe  the  Poet  put  e'm  to  that  cofl. 

And  if  one  would  their  jufi  Exceptions  know. 

They  heard fuch,  fucb,  orfuch  a  one  fay  fo-. 

And  thus  in  time  by  your  diflikes  they  rife. 

To  be  thought  Judges,  though  indeed  but fpyes. 

:-;n  This 
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This  is  not  fair  your  Sub  jects  to  betray 
lo  tbofe  that  fir ive  to  Rival  you  infmyy 
Thai  will  in  time  by  your  expence  of  wit , 

Vfurp  or'e  us^andyour fucceffors  fit. 

Thefe  and fome  other  dangers  to  remove , 

We  peg  that  though  this  Flay  you  dif approve , 

Say  nothing  of  it  here ,  and  when  you  re  gone-, 

We  give  that  leave you  1e  take  to  cry  it  dowri\ 

Thus  you  preferveyourpow'r,  and  we  fhall  be 
From  Fopps ,  and Derni-Critickj  Cenfurefree. 

Subdu'd  by  force.,  we  Tyrants  thus  obey , 

But  Ladys ,  you  like  lawful  Monarches  fway , 

Ton  Rule  by  Love ,  and  ?  ardor  faults  with  eafe , 

In  Subjects  that  do  all  they  can  to pleafe. 

By  fatti-on  they  condemn ,  you  by  our  Peers , 

And  he  is  guilty  fure  fuch  Trial  fears : 

And  though  our  Author  pleads  not  guilty  now. 

And  to  his  Tryal  ftands,  he  hopes  that  you , 

Will  not  too  (irittly  his  accujers  hear , 

For  if  this  Play  can  -draw  from  you  a  Tear , 

He' l  flight  the  Wits ,  Half-Wits ,  and  Criticks  too 
And  Judge  his  Jlrengthby  his  well  p leaf  ng you. 


\ 


s  (v 


Att  the  Fir  ft.  Scene  the  Firft. 


# 

The  Curtain  drawn  Difcovers  Don  Antonio  and Caelia 
in  Morning-Gowns.  Chamber  and  Bed. 

Cal.  Ty  ^  Y  Lord, you  well  may  blame  my  conduft  of  that  bus’nefs, 
VI  Since h  produc’d  fuch  difmal  Accidents, 

™  As  my  heart  trembles  but  to  think  upon  j 
Y  et  for  Don  Lewis’ s  Innocence  and  mine. 

In  the  contrivance  of  that  Fatal  Meeting  ; 

I  mu{t  for  ever,  during  Life,  be  Champion. 

And,  as  he  with  his  dying  breath  protefted, 

He  ne’re  meant  wrong  to  you ;  fo  am  I  ready 
To  dye  a  Martyr  to  my  Innocence. 

Am.  Gome,  come,  thefe  are  but  W'yles  to  Palliate  things, 

Can  you  believe  me  Itupid,  or  an  Afs  ? 

To  think  my  Wife  fhould  meet  a  Mani’th’  Night ; 

Nay,  more ;  a  Man  that  was  my  feeming  Friend  -• 

Yet  taken  in  at  Window  privately ! 

Nay,  which  was  mod,  flay  with  him  two  full  hours. 

And  in  a  Room  made  proper  by  a  Bed, 

And  yet  not  Cuckold  me;  the  thing’s  too  plain, 

I  do  not  doubt  the  deed,  which  Iv’e  Reveng’d 
In  part,  by  killing  him No,  I  am  mad. 

That  you  fhould  think  fo  meanly  Rill  of  me. 

As  to  hope  time  may  alter  my  belief  $ 

B  .Which 
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1Which  is  by  fuch  unerring  Reafons  fixt : 

Or  elfe  that  you  fufpcd  my  Truth, when  I  have  (worn 
By  all  things  (acred  ;  nayj  upon  my  Honour 
(  Which  1  am  To  Jealous  of )  that  if  you  would 
Relate  the  truth  of  your  fodofe  amours, 

I  from  my  memory  would  blot  it  all , 

And  look  on  you  at  worft,  but  as  the  Widdow 
Of  your  dead  Couzen  Lewis. 

C*U  Good  my  Lord, 

Forbear  to  ufe  thefe  killing  Arguments, 

Which  every  moment  give  me  many  Deaths, 

Rather  be  like  your  felf,  that’s  Gen’rous, 

And  kill  me  once  for  all  -y  torment  me  nor 
By  giving  no  belief,  either  to  Vows 
Or  A&ions  that  have  fpoke  my  Innocence : 

Refled  (my  Lord)  on  the  unwearied  pains 
I v’e  took  to  gain  your  pardon  for  his  Death. 

Think  with  what  patience  I’ve  fuffer’d  ft  ill 
Your  often  ftarts  of  Paffion,  which  fometimes 
Have  ne’re  produc’d  th’  effe&s  of  Cruelty. 

And  without  boaft,  my  Lord,  you  well  do  know 
My  Friends  were  much  too  ftrong  for  yours  at  Court, 
Then  had  I  but  made  known  your  fevere  Carriage, 

Or  fuffer’d  your  furprizal - -  ’tis  too  plain  j 

Yoor  Life  had  been  a  forfeit  to  the  La  w. 

A  nd  were  I  but  the  wanton  Wife  you  think  me , 
What  wou’d  more  welcome  be  then  that  Revenge — - 
Here  on  my  knees  1  beg  again,  my  Lord, 

You  would  perfwade  your  felf,  that  what  I  told  you 
Was  caufe  of  that  clofe  meeting,  was  fo  truly, 

And  no  invention ;  and  as  this  Day 
Began  our  Nuptial  Joys,  fo  let  it  end 
Our  Marriage  Difcords  ;  then  fhalll  have  caufe 
To  keep  it  Annually  a  Feftival ; 

In  thanks  to  He-av’n  for  two  fuch  mighty  Bleflings, 
jinto.  Cec.Ha,  ftand  up,  I  will  perfwade  my  felt. 

By  this  - - I  will  as  much  as  e’re  I  can, 
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That  thou  art  Innocent,  for  if  thou  bee’ft  not, 

W  hat  Woman  in  the  World  ought  to  be  thought  fo  ? 

Tut  prethce  be  difereet,  mannage  thy  A&ions 
With  ftritteft  Rules  of  Prudence,  for  if  nor. 

Like  to  a  Bow  or’e-benr,  I  fhallftart  back. 

And  break  with  paffion  on  thee :  wilt  thou  be  careful  ? 

Cal.  Oh  !  I  am  paid  for  all  my  fufferings, 

This  kindnefs  does  or’e-joy  me,  which,  my  Lord, 

Let  me  for  ever  lofe  when  any  Adi 
Of  mine,  (hall  juftly  make  a  forfeit  of  it. 

Enter  Flora. 

F lor  My  Lord, here’s  Don  (jerardo  come  to  fee  you.‘ 

Anto.  Admit  him  in.  [  Exit  Floraf 

Cal.  I  will  retire,  my  Lord. 

Anto.  You  need  nor,  Cali  a.  [  Enter  Gerardo, 

Welcome,  Gerardo,  this i s  like  aFriend, 

That  name  fhould  know  no  Ceremonious  Laws, 

Let  them  make  formal  Vifits  that  maintain, 

As  formal  Friendfhips  5  ours  is  try’d  and  true. 

Gerar.  This,  as  I  take  it,  was  your  Wedding-day, 

At  which  (  your  pardon. Madam,  for  a  truth.  ) 

I  was  a  Jealous  waiter  j  your  great  worth 
Made  me  to  fear  I  then  had  loft  a  Friend, 

And  in  that  room  fhould  an  acquaintance  find. 

Cal .  But  now,niy  Lord,  you  fee  how  you  miftook, 

I  was  a  Rival  to  his  Miftreifes, 

But  to  his  Friends,  One  to  increafe  their  number. 

Ger.  1  find  the  truth  fo  great,  I  willi  you  may 
Live  long  and  happy  to  poifefs  that  place ^ 

Yet  I’le  confcfs  I  did  not  lofe  my  fears. 

Till  my  dear  Friend  was  pleas’d  to  ufe  my  Sword, 

As  Second,  in  the  Quarrel  with  your  Kinfman, 

The  Unfortunate  Dm  Lems 5  and  I  proteft 
Such  joy  I  met  to  be  employ’d  by  him. 

That  1  ne’re  fought  to  know  what  caus’d  the  quarrel. 

Cal.  My  Lord,  I  beg  your  pardon, 

I  have  feme  little  bus’nefs  in  my  Clofet 

B  2  •  Which 
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JVVhich  forces  me  retire. 

.  Ger.  Your  Lady  looks  as  if  fhe  were  difpleas’d, 

Anto .  That  Kinfman  whom  I  flew  is  never  nam'd. 

But  if  fhe  hears  it  fhe  avoids  the  place. 

Ger .  I’m  troubled  muchio.be  th’  occafion  now. 

Antor  No  mat  ter, Friend, fhe  only  knows  thecaufe, 

Why  from  fuch  Friendfhip  we  grew  Enemies, 

And  there  is  reafomwhy  fhe  fhould  be  griev’d. 

Ger.  That  fudden  and  fo  fecret  Quarrel 
Did  much  amaze  all  .Naples 
Andl  (  as  Ador  in  it )  often  have  been  preft 
To  tell  the  caufe,  which  yet  I  never  could . 

Anto.  No,  Friend,  nor  never  muft: 

The  Gen’rous  Lewis  •  fo  Tie  call  him  now. 

Since  he  fo  bravely  dy’d,  was  alwayes  juft 
During  that  little  time  he  breath'd  this  Air « 

After  his  mortal  Wound,  for  he  Related 
A  Story  of  it  fitted  us  for  pardon  .* 

Yet  never  told  that  Secret,  only  known 
On  Earth*  to  him,  to C&lia>  and  my  fclfi 
Ger .  I’me  not  inquifitive,  nor  never  was* 

There  may  be  fecrets  fit  for  no  Mans  hearing. 

And  ’tis  an  Ad  of  Friendlhip  full  as  greih 
To  tell  a  Friend  I  hide  a  fccret  from  him,- 

As  to  Relate  it,  ftnee  they  both  fhew  Candor - — 

Anto .  Happy  Antonio ,  in  a  Friend  fo  juft ! 

Ger .  Happy  Gerardo ,  rather,  that  can  fay 
He’s  fure  he  has  a  Friend,  that  dares  employ  him; 

For  confidence  in  Friends  makes  Friendfliip  fure. 

Anto ♦  And  deareft  Friend,  I’le  not  doubt  yours  fo  much. 
To  think  you  would  not  ufe  this  Life  of  mine. 

As  ’twereyour  own  in  any  thing  concerns  you. 

<j*nNe*re  doubt  it,Friend,I  foon  (hall  find  occafion 
Boldly  to  ufe  the  power,  and  to  fpeak  truth* 

My  coming  now  was  chiefly  to  that  purpofe  5 
Though  I  intended  to  fpend  this  day  too 
In  Recreation  with  you,  and  to  fee  you  Bedded* 
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Like  a  new  Bride  and  Bride-groom, 

Then  wifhing  you  long :  long  and  Jailing  Joys,  • 

Retire,  and  wifh  to  C  opy  out  your  Lite. 

Anto.  Has  Don  Gerardo  Service  for  Antonio, 

His  own  Antonio,  and  yet  defers  to  name  it  ? 

Speak  your  Commancs,  chat  I  as  fwifc  may  flye 

To  put  ’em  into  Action,  as  1  did 

At  firll  to  meet  tl.ofe  pleafures  Lovers  long  for. 

Ger.  My  fears  perfwade  me  I  fhallfpeak  roofoon, 

Yet  drefs  yourfelf,  and  come  into  the  Garden, 

1  with  impatience  there  will  wait  to  tell  you.  * 

Anto.  Go  then, you  (hall  not  longhc  fiient.  [  Ex.  Gerardo. 
Who  waits  there  ?  [  Enter  Pedro,  ffld  Exit . 

Pedro,  call  my  Wife - 

My  \A  ife,  Laid  I !  Gettrdo,  didft  thou  know  - 
The  fecret  fears  contain’d  within  thisBofome, 

Thoufdft  fooner  pitty  me,  than  with  my  Life :  c 
How  can  I  think  her  ftory  of  the  Jewels, 

And  other  matters  ’bout  her  Fathers  Will, 

Could  have  produc’d  fo  fcandalous  a  Meeting  ? 

And  yet  fhe  Hill  avows  ic !  Oh,  Jealoufie ! 

Where  will  thefe  panting  fears  (till  huFry  me  ?  • 

I  hourly  feek  to  find  what  I  wou’d  give, 

A  thoufand  Worlds  my  heart  would  ne’re  believe  j 
And  yet  for  what  do  I  thus  vex  my  felf  ? 

For  that,  which  if  ’twas  gone,  I  cou’d  not  mifs  5 
No,  would  I  could,  for  then  I’de  never  fear, 

But  when  I  found  her  Honour  gone  aftray, 

I’d  fend  her  Life  to  fetch  mine  back  again; 

Enter  Caelia. 

Cal.  What’s  your  Command,  my  Lord  ? 

Anto.  Prethee,  my  Dear,  do  not  retire  too  much. 

But  (hew  a  merry  freedom  to  our  Friends, 

That  they  may  think  us  happy,  themfelves  welcome. 

C<f/.  My  Lord,  I  fhall,  and  reafon  have  to  do  it ,  ; 

But  I  defire  you  would  difpence  my  abfence. 

Only  a  little  time,  I  being  preparing 
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A  general  Confeflion  I  thall  make  to  Morrow. 

You’l  be  too  long  about  it. 

C&\.  No,  my  Lord,  I  take  the  fhorteft,  way 
In  writing  what  my  thoughts  can  re-colled. 

Ant  .You  would  not  let  me  read  it,  when  y ’have  done? 

C*/.  I  do  confels  I  fhould  be  loach,  my  Lord. 

But  yet  from  any  Sin  concerns  your  felf, 

I  am  as  free  as  are  the  purer  Angels, 

Or  may  I  find  no  profit  by  my  Prayers. 

Anto.  I  will  believe  thee ;  go,  make  hafte  and  do  it.  [Ex.  Olia. 
Yet,  if t  be  po(Tible,JTm  refolv’d  to  fee  it ; 

’Twill  Cure  my  fears,  perhaps,  or  change  their  Natures, 

And  make  ’em  certainties  the  leifer  evil  caufe  fooner  Cur’d  : 

For  Jealoufies  with  fear  doth  plague  the  mind. 

But  that  is  Cur’d  when  certainties  we  find.  [  Ex*  Anto. 

The  Scene  changes ,  Difcovers  Jafper,  as  from  Bee/, 
Buttoning  himfelf. 

Ob,  plague  o’ this  Old  Bitch,  fhe  has  kept  me 
So  awake  with  her  Coughing  all  Night,  that  1 
Have  quite  out-flept  my  felf.  [  Looks  on’s  Watch. 

By  Heav’n  near  Ten  a  Clock,  and  fhe  not  gone 

Yet - - plague  on  her - fhe’l  be  catch’d,  and  I  fhall 

Be  turn’d  away - why  Nurfe - make  hafte,  ’tis  Ten  a 

Clock  and  pall,  you  will  be  wanting. 

Nurfe  within' That  cannot  be,alas, the  times  but  fhort 
That  I’ve  been  with  thee,  my  Dear. 

Jtfp-  No,  perhaps  you  think  fo ; 

But  let  me  ever  want  money  to  drink. 

If  I  have  not  thought  the  time  longer 
Then  her  Life  has  been,  and  that  began  beyond  the  mem’ry 
Of  ma.  What  drudgery  am  I  forc’d  to  undergo  to 
Get  a  little  money  to  fupport  me  — —  that  I  may  Live  to 
Watch  all  apted  times  for  my  Revenge  on  this  whole 
Family,  who  Rife  upon  the  Ruines  of  ourHoufe. 
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This  Nurfe  of  Ninety  never  ftayes  with  me  but  i’de  as 
live  have  been  Rid  by  a  Night-Mare. 

Enter  Nurfe.  , 

Nurfe.  What’s  that,  Night-Mare  ?  Am  I  a  Night-Mare  ? 

Jafp.  No,  Nurfe,  1  faid,  I  was  troubl'd  with  a  Night-Mare, 
And  (hould  be  worfe,  were  it  not  for  thy  Company. 

Nurfe.  Nay,  I  am  good  Friend  of  thine  every  way. 

Jafp.  That's  true  j  but  Nurfe  make  hafte,  for  I  am 
Damnably  afraid  flora  fufpe&s  us  e’re  fince 
She  took  me  in  your  Chamber,  and  if  fhe  (hou’d 
Take  you  here,  and  tell  my  Lady,  I  fhould  be  turn’d 
Away,  for  you  know  fhe  loves  me  not  e’re  fince  I . 

Gave  my  Lord  notice  of  her  meeting  Don  Lewis, 

To  give  him  the  money  and  Jewels,  her  Father 
Left  privately  in  her  hands  for  him  when  he  dy’d. 

Nurfe.  1  Chuck,  but  why  didft  thou  do  fo  ? 

Jafp.  In  hopes  to  have  got  fome  of  the  money  for  my 
DLcovery,  what  made  her  tempt  me  with  the 
Trull  of  money,  and  give  me  none  tokeepCounfel. 

But  prethee  Nurfe  be  gone. 

Nurfe.  I,  give  me  but  one  bufs,  and  I  will. 

[  KifJeS  him ,  and  is  going 
Jafp.  VV  hat  a  belch  was  there  to  perfume  it  ?  [  She  comes  back 

Nurfe.  Sweet  Rogue,  I  cannot  go  without  the  other  kifs. 

Jafp.  Oh,  Nurfe  !  you  will  undo  me  j  prethee  no  more. 

Nurfe.  What,  Rafcal,  flight  my  favours  ?  you  fhall  repent  ir. 

Jafp.  No,  Nurfe,  think  not  fo,  but - 

flora  J  Why,  Nurfe,  Nurfe, my  Lady  wants  you^  come  away  there 
within,  i  I  know  where  you  have  been  all  Night. 

Jafp.  Why,  there  ’tis - this  is  what  l  fear’d,  I  am  undone, 

A  plague  of  Cubbard  Love - ftep  into  the  Ciofet. 

Nurfe.  What’s  that  you  fay.  Cubbard  Love  ? 

Jafp.  No,  no,  prethee  no  Arguments,  but  ftep  into  the  Clofer. 
flora  within.  Why,  Nurfe,  I  fay!  why  don’t  you  come  away  ? 
My  Lady  wants  you.  [  Jafpergoes  to  the  Door. 

Jafp.  Flora ,  what’s  the  matter  with  you  ?  Nurfe  is  not  here ; 

Do  but  come  in  and  fee,  "  [  Enter  Flora, 

flor.  Come., 
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Flcr,  Come,  come,  fhe  muft  be  here  $  for  (he 
vva  s  not  in  her  own  Bed  to  Night,  and  where  (hould 
She  be,  but  with  you  > 

Jafp.  With  me  !  what  the  Devil  fhould  fhe  do  with  me  ? 
Can’ther  Old  Chopps  mumble  her  Beads  o’re,  but  I 
Muft  keep  count  of  her  her  Pater  Nofters :  No,  no,  (he’s 
Gon  on  Pilgrimage  to  fome  Shrine,  to  beg  Children 
For  my  Lady  $  ’tis  a  devout  Old  Womaru 

Flor.  Devout !  I,  her  Devotion  and  yours  are  much  alike. 

The  Fit  ne’re  took  you  but  once  in  your  Lives,  and 
Then,  ’tis  true  you  wept  at  Prayers,  that  was,  at  your 
Own  Chriftnings.  . 

Jafp.  Prethee  more  Charity,  fweet  dear  Flora  5  come,  let 
Me  kifs  thee. 

Flor .  Pray  forbear^  I’de  fooner  kifs  aHorfe. 

Jafp.  Why  fo fcornful,  dear  Flora} 

Fkr.  That’s  not  my  bus’nefs$  come,  tell  mca  where’s  the  Nurfe? 

Jafp .  Prethee,  why  doft  ask  me  for  the  Nurfe  ?  Doft  think 
I  am  fo  hot  to  make  Love  to  a  Monument  ?  Why,  (he’s 
Old  enough  to  be  Mother  of  all  Mankind ;  her  skin  s 
Turn’d  to  parchment,  hethatfhould  enjoy  her,  had  as 
Good  lye  with  a  bundle  of  Old  Records.  In  truth,  (hes 
Fir  for  nothing  now,  but  to  be  hang’d  up  amongft  the 
Monfters  in  a  Tothecaries  Shop,  where,  with  abufeto 
TheBeaft,  fhcwould  be  taken  for  a  large  Apes  skin  ftuift 
With  Hay.  Ah,  Flora ,  if  fhe  were  as  Young  as  thou  art, 
then’t  might  be  likely,  I  might  find  her  when  fhe  was  loft'. 

Flor ♦  Well,  if  (he  be  not  here  now.  Pm  fureit  was  not  for 
Nothing  you  once  loft  your  way  into  her-  Chamber, 

And  ftaid  all  Night. 

Jafp.  Meer  Drunkennefs,  by  this  Light,  Flora  J  VVhy,  if  it  had 
Been  a  Vault  full  of  Dead  Carkalfes,  1  fhcUld  have  flipt 

Into  it  in  the  pickle  I  was  in - Nay,  for  ought  I  know. 

With  more  pleafure  too.  [  Enter  Nurfe. 

Nurfe .  Now  out  upon- you  for  a  Rogue, 

There’s  no  enduring  this. 

Jafp.  Do  but  hear  me,  Nurfe. 

F  lor.  Ay, 
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F lor]  Ay,  hear  him,  Nurfe,  he'l  be  fure  to  recant  and  " 

S wear  you’re  as  fweet  as - -  a - fogh - fo  fweet 

Nurfe .  What,  HuiTy,  dare  you  abufe  me  — —  I  that  gave  fuck  j 

To  my  Lady  before  thou  waft  born - -  you  Young  Whore.” 

F  lor.  Young  Whore!  why  not  Old  VVhore,  Nurfe,  as  well  as 
Young  Whore  ? 

Nurfe.  You  damn’d  Young  Slut,  Tie  tear  out  your  Eyes. 

Flor.  My  Feet  (hall  fa ve  my  Eyes,  except  you  can  out-run 
Me  to  my  Lady.  [  Exit  Flora. 

Jafp.  'Have  not  you  made  fine  work  now  ?  I  but  dilfembled 

To  takeoff  fufpition - and  you  inuft  fhew your  felf. 

I’m  fure  I  fhall  be  turn’d  away  for  your  folly. 

Nurfe.  But  dillembled,  faid  you?  Marry,there’s  difiembling  indeed.' 

Jafp.  Nay,  Nurfe,  confider,  doft  think  I  would  have  fpoke  fo 
In  thy  hearing,  had  it  been  for  any  other  thing  ?  But 
Prethcc  kifs  me - -  I  proteft  thou’rt  as  fweet  as  Arfifettito'. 

Nurfe.  Arfifettito !  What’s  that  ? 

Jafp.  A  Rich  perfume  the  Chymifts  make,  and  good  agtinft 
Fits  o’th’  Mother.  But  what  (hall  I  do  now  >  I  (hall 
Be  turn’d  away. 

Nurfe.  1’le  warrant  thee,  Tie  place  thee  with  Eugenia ,  (he 
Shall  take  care  of  thee  for  mine  and  a  Friends  fake 
Of  hers. 

Jafp.  Ay,  ay,  that’s  Francifco  ;  but  you  have  promis’d  me 
Often  to  tell  me  a  fccret  concerns  them ;  prethee 
Do’t  now,  Nurfe.  , 

Nurfe.  But  will  you  ne’re  fpeak  on’t  ?  If  you  do,  I  (hall 
Get  no  more  money  for  thee,  Jafper ;  that’s  the  way, 

I  get  all.  Chuck ;  no,  no,  no  matter  what’s  between  them, 

Truft  thou  to  me. 

Jafp.  Well,  Nurfe,  I  thought  you  had  Lov’d  me,  but  I  fee 
You  do  not ;  you  know  I  can  keep  fccrets. 

Nurfe.  Ay,  but  this  is  fuch  a  one  I  dare  not  tell  it ;  befides, 

It  was  not  Eugeni at  firft - -  alas,  poor 

Fool,  fne  was  in  a  fad  taking,  when  (he  found 
Her  Couzen  Franc  ifc*  in  Bed  with  her. 

J4fe  In  Bed,  fay  ft  thou  ? 

Nurfe.  J^ord 
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Nurfe.  Lord  blefs  me !  what  have  I  done  ?  If  youfhould 
Tell  now. 

Jafp.  Nc’re  fear  it,  teJI  me  all :  I  would  not  for  the 
World  have  mift  this  Story,  it  makes  a  full  amends 
For  all  my  CrofTes >  come,  Nurfe,  prethee  quickly 
Tell  me  all  pailages. 

Nurfe.  I  tell  no  more,  my  mind  mifgives  me  I’ve  faid 
Too  much  already. 

Jafp.  Not  tell  me  more.  Old  Beldame?  Speak  it  quickly, 

Or  what  I  know  fhall  foon  unto  my  Lord. 

>  Nurfe.  How  now!  Is  this  diifcmbling  too  ? 

Jafp.  No,  ’tis  as  great  a  truth  as  what  you  told  me  of, 

D»tt  Frar.ctfco's  Bedding  with  Eugenia ;  tell  me  the 
Reft,  and  by  it  fave  your  Life. 

Nurfe.  Dear  Jafper ,  be  not  angry,  and  I  will. 

Jafp.  Come,  Nurfe,  do  it,  and  then  we’l  kifs  and  be  Friends.’ 

I  fhall  have  ufe  of  her,  [  A  fide. 

Nurfe.  Now  thou  fhalt  have  my  heart ;  and  thus  it  is : 
DenFrancifco  doth  often  meet  Eugenia  i’th’ 

Garden,  who,  to  avoid  fufpiticn,  after  her  Sifters 
In  Bed,  by  my  means  gets  her  Night-Gown,  and 
Puts  it  on  fo.to  avoid  being  known,  (hou’d  any  fee  her. 

Jafp ,  Oh,  Excellent !  when  do'they  meet  again  ? 

Nurfe.  I’ve  promis’d  him  this  Night,  though  fine  was  loatb; 

Till  I  told  her  he  would  but  take  his  leave,  for  (lie’s 
Grown  a  little  back  ward,  now  fhe’s  to  marry  Don  Gerardo. 

Jafp.  Is  fhe  to  marry  him,  fayft  thou  ? 

Nurfe.  I,  fure,  for  he  makes  Love  to  her,  and  fhe’s  fo  hot 
Upon’t,  that  fhe  vows  after  this  Night  never  to  meet 
Erancifco  any  more ,  but  1’le  go  Live  with  her. 

And  fo  fhalt  thou. 

Jafp.  Ay,  fo  I  will - i’th’  Garden,  fayft  thou,  and  in  her 

Sifters  Gown,  no  body  with  them  i  - 

Nurfe.  Yes,  the  Lord  SetafUax,  he  knows  all,  and  alwayes 
Waits  upon ’em. 

Jafp.  That’s  well  keep  thou  the  fecrer  clofe,  and  ne’re  fear  me  5 
But  if  my  Lord  thould  ask  fufpitioufly  aueftions 
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About  hi*  Wife - *  name  Pedro  to  him,  fav,  when  he’s 

From  Home,  that  Fellow  ftayes  too  long  within  her 
Chamber,  and  fay,  that  flora  waits ;  leave  me  to  prove 
It  true, 

Nurfe.  Why,  ’tis  not  fo,  I  dare  not  tell  my  Lord  fo  damn’d  a  Lye; 

Jafp.  Why  ?  Y’are  a  Fool,  there  fhall  no  hurt  come  of  it, 

Only  we’l  be  Reveng’d  of  Pedro ,  and  that  Slut,  for 
They’re  our  Enemies ;  befides,  if  you  won’t,  i’lefwear 
You  told  me  fo,  and  moreover,  let  him  know  all  the 
Reft  y’have  told  me. 

JVurfe.  Nay,  don’t  be  angry,  and  I’le  do  any  thing. 

Enter  Caelia,  Pedro,  and  Flora. 

Cal.  Oh,  thou  Old  doting  Fool !  what,  Rill  remain  here  ] 

What  punilhment  is  proper  for  thy  Age  ?  As  for  you. 

Sirrah,  I  believe  my  Lord  will  find  a  way  quickly  to 
Send  you  packing. 

Jafp.  It  may  be  fo,  but  ’tis  without  a  caufe. 

Cal,  Impudent  Villain!  how  Ido  hate  thy  fight.' 

Follow  you  me.  [  t o'Nurfe,  ]  [  Ex.  Carl.  Nurfe,  &  FIor% 

Fed.  What,  i’th’  dumps,  Seignior !  all  a  mort  for  your 
Miftrefs,  faith  man,  take  it  not  fo  to  heart,  there  are  others 
I’th’  World  as  Young,  though  few  may  be  as  handfome. 

Jafp.  A  y,  Sir,  ’tis  to  be  fuppos’d ;  you  can  boaft  it  by  Experience,' 

There  are  Young  Ladies  for  lpruce  ‘Pedro’s - Jafper - - 

Mull  be  content  with  their  Nurfes. 

Fed.  Content,  fay  you  ?  I, Marry,  if  fhecontent  you  not,  the 
Devil  can’t;  why,  foe’s  a  Di(h  of  variety,  like  a  huge 
Olio  j  there’s  all  Ages  of  Women  in  her.  Thou  art 
The  happieft  man  in  a  Miftrefs,  Jafper - -  faith,  Ienvy  thee.’ 

Jafp.  ’  Tis  very  well. 

„  Fed.  Not  too  well  neither. 

Jafp ,  You  may  laugh;  youftand  on  the  top  of  Favour, 

Have  a  care  of  falling  down,  I  may  catch  you 
One  day. 

Fed,  No,  never  with  an  Old  Woman;  it’s  worfethea 
Committing  Inceft  j  to  Cuckold,  for  ought  I  know,  a 
dozen  Generations. 

C  2 
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fafp.  Reft  you  merry,  I  can  leave  you. 

Ted.  But  I’le  not  quit  you  fo.  [  ExmU 

Enter  Antonio  and  Gerardo  Difcouffing. 

Ger,  In  this,  dear  Friend,  confifts  my  happinefs  ; 

Therefore  deny  me  not - Why  paufe  you,  Sir  ? 

My  fears  are  come  about - - 

Anto.  W  hat,  hath  Eugenia  given  her  confent  ? 

Ger,  I  fay  not  fo,  my  Lord,  but  her  denyals  j. 

Were  fpoke  fo  faintly,  ,1  Interpret  well. 

Anto.  Dear  Friend,  I  am  afraid  you  do  miftake  j  l 

The  Objedof  your  Joyes,  let  meperfvvade 
You  to  believe,  there’s  not  that  happinefs 
In  Marriage-Beds,  as  fingle  People  guefs. 

No,  no,  fo  far  from  that/ that  thoufands  he . 

Flatter’d  by  hopes  to  endlefs  mifery.. 

And  where  there’s  two  obtain  their  hearts  defire, 

Ten  thoufandmifsit,  and  in  grief  expire* 

Ger.  Were  thefe  Pofitions  true,there’s  no  man,  fare. 

If  Widdowed  once,  could  other  ,VYives  endure. 

And  yet  we  fee  the  firlidepriv’d  of  Life, 

There’s  few  tint  feek  not  for  a  fecond  Wife. 

Ante,  ’Tis  true,  though  ftrange,but  yet  our  minds  are  filch. 

As  alvtrayes  find  too  little,  or  too  much; . 

Defire’s  a  Monfter,  whofe  extended  Maw 
Is  never  fill’d,  tho’  it  doth  all  things  draw : 

For  we  with  envious  Eyes  do  others  fee. 

Who  want  our  ills,  and  think  they  happy  be, 

Till  we  polIeHing  what  we  with’d  before. 

Find  our  ills  doubl’d,  and  fo  wtfhfior  more. 

Ger.  Suppofe  all  true  which'you  wou’d  have  me  fear,. 

Ills  in  pofleffion  ftill  the  greateft  are : 

And  my  defires  tofuch  a  height  do  rife, , 

X  attain  their  ends,  I  fhou’d  all  elfe  defpife.. . 

Ante.  Sincey’arerefolv’d,  I’le  not  your  ends  deny,  . 

But  pray  my  words  prove  falfe  when  e’re  you  try ; 

Though  well  they  fpeak,who  fay  the  damned  State, 

Chiefly  confifts  in  wifhing  things  too  late ; , 

Eugenia' 
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Eugeni*  s  Father  left  her  to  my  care. 

Which  truft  to  endib  well  1  did  defpair : 

Then  name  the  day  of  Marriage - • 

Cer.  No  delay 

My  thoughts  admit  ^  I  wifhit  were  to  day . 

That  cannot  be,  to  Morrow  I  approve.  , 

Cer.  Time  will  flye  (low,  though  Impt  with  wings  of  Love. 

Enter  Cxlia  and  Eugenia. . 

Cal.  My  Lord,  I  beg  your  pardon  for  a  fhort  interruption. 

Cer ,  Madam,  ’tis  I  have  caufc  to  beg  your  pardon. 

Thus  to  detain  your  Lord,  on’s  Wedding-day, 

A  Day  in  Juftice  tTiould  be  wholly  yours. 

Cal.  My  Lord  is  happy  fo  to  be  detain’d  > 

And  I  am  alwayes  happy  when  he’s  fo. 

But  good,  my  Lord,  your  Ear -  \  wbtfperS  Anto-  hi 

Ger.Madam, if  you, repent  not  what  y’have  faid,  a  paper  prs- 

In  anfwer  to  thofc  Vows  of  my  Affedion,  yv'ately  out  of  her 
I  then  dare  hope  I  may  intime  be  happy.  (  pocket. 

Eugen.  Tho’  I  ne’re  thought  your  words  were  furthetmeant5 
Then  to  pafs  time  away  in  Raillery ; 

Yet  were  my  Anfwers  fuch,  as  if  you  had  . 

Told  me  a  real  Story  of  your  Love 

And  the  fame  Anfwers  I’le  again  renew 

My  Will’s  confin’d  ;  my  Father’s  laft  Commands  ■ 

Left  me  no  Choice  but  anothers  will ;  . 

If  1  were  free,  I  then  durfl  (peak  my  thoughts  ' 

But  I,  in  all,  my  Brother  muft  obey. 

Cer.  He  checks  your  Asians  only,  thoughts  are  free, 

Suppofe  him  willing,  would  you  favour  me  ? 

Eugen.  But  to  fuppofc  without  his  Will’s  a  Crime,  . 

If  I  that  fuppofition  (hould  declare. 

Cer.  1  doconfefsl  fhould  be  loath  to  own 
That  Blefiing  which  1  rate  above  my  Life, 

If  ’twere  bellow’d  by  any  hands  but  yoursj , 

Therefore  by  all  your  hopes  I  do  conjure  you,’  Q 
If  you  diflike  my  Love,  Command  my  filence. . 

Eugen,-,  Interpret  well  my  blufhes,  when  I.  fay.  ■ 
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1  cannot  find  a  thought  for  fuch  Commands* 

Ger.  Then  1  am  happy  ’bove  the  reach  of  Envy  j 
Tor  I  have  his  confent  already  granted. 

He  nam’d  the  day  of  Marriage  as  you  enter’d. 

Eugtn.  You  fee,  my  Lord,  that  I  had  caufe  for  fear. 

Since  I’m  beftow’d,  and  my  confent  ne’re  askt. 

Sure  my  dead  Father  ne’re  deiign’d  it  fo  ? 

Ger.  Madam,  1  beg  your  pardon, for  a  truth 
Might  well  excufe  your  Brother  in  this  matter  j 
I  urg’d  to  him  I  doubted  not  your  favour, 

On  which  Condition  he  did  grant  me  his. 

Eugen.  1  (hall  hear  further  of  it  fromhimfelf. 

Till  when,  I  beg  your  pardon.  [Offers  to  go  out, 

Ante.  Sifter,  pray  ftay,  for  I  have  bus’nefs  with  you. 

I  know,  my  Dear,  you  never  Lov’d  that  Fellow, 

Which  fince  you  do  not,  though  he  ferves  me  well, 

Yet  I’m  refolv'd  for  this  to  part  with  him, 

Tho’  I  could  think  a  Penfion  for  your  Nurfe, 

To  keep  her  at  a  diftance,  were  as  well. 

Cxi.  Though  now  her  dotage  makes  her  want  diferetion. 

Her  Love  to  us  was  great. 

Anti.  Come,  trouble  not  your  felf  about  it,  he  fhall  go. 

Cxi.  My  Lord,  I’le  trouble  you  no  further. 

Ger.  I’le  wait  upon  you.  Madam.  [  Ex.  Gerar.  and  CxL 

Anto.  Sifter,  ^ou  know  your  Father  was  my  Friend, 

And  was  fo  confident  that  I  was  his. 

He  trufted  all  your  Fortunes  in  my  hands, 

Though  he  had  Brothers  Living  when  he  Dy’d, 

He  told  you  too,  and  left  it  in  his  Will, 

That  what  you  had  was  mine,  if  you  did  Marry 
Without  my  Approbation :  Is’t  not  true  ? 

Eugen.  Sir,  ’cis  a  truth  I’m  glad  of. 

Anto.  Thefe  things  your  Kindred  though, did  call  contrivance. 
Which  made  their  natred  rife  fo  much  agatnft  me, 

It  makes  afew’d  betwixt  our  Families, 

Which  foon  would  come  to  Blood,  but  for  Refpedl 
They  bear  my  Wife,  their  Cozen. 

Eugen.  Brother, 
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Eugen.  Brother,  I  cannot  anfwer  for  their  A&ions, 
My  own  Reflects  to  you  were  never  wanting. 

Anto.  I  do  not  deny  it,  Sifter ;  and  to  prove 
I  never  did,  nor  will  deferve  worfe  iroai  you, 

If  you  are  willing  now  to  change  your  State, 

And  know  a  man  preferr’d  in  your  Ele&ion, 

Let  him  have  Blood  and  worth,you  and  your  Fortune 
I  freely  will  refign  into  his  hands. 

Then  truly  fpeak  your  thoughts. 

Eugen.  Surely,  my  Lord, 

You’d  fcarcely  think  I  fhould  be  worth  your  carej 
If  I  fhould  choofe  before  you  nam’d  one  to  me. 

Anto.  Sifter,  I  fee  your  Kindreds  Jea^jufies 
Parity  infers  you  too;  but  to  remove  tfiem, 

VVnat  think  you  of  Gerardoy  for  a  Husband  ? 

My  willies  meet  with  yours,  if  he’s  their  Objedt ; 
You  know  I’m  no  Dilfembler.. 

Engen.  Nor  fhall  you  find  mefo;  for  I  confefs 
In  this  you  prove  your  Kindnefs,  Care,  and  Juftict 
And  I  muft  meerit  with  my  greateft  thanks. 

Anto,  I’m  joyful  for  itj  to  morrow  is  the  day, 

A  private  Wedding  will  prevent  all  Rumour, 

You’d  beft  withdraw  then  to  provide  your  felf. 

What  Paper’s  this  I  got  out  of  her  Pocket  ? 

Pray  Heaven  it  be  the  right ;  it  is  the  fame. 

The  very  fame - what  makes  me  tremble  ! 

Is’t  horror  or  defire,  or  both  aftault  me  > 

Be  it  what  it  will,  tis  Hell  to  live  in  doubt ; 

But  ftay,  my  Confcience  fayes  ’tis  Sacriledge  — — - 
What’s  that  ?  A  word  by  cunning  Priefts  invented 
To  keep  the  Cheats  they  live  by  from  our  knowledge 
As  the  (^Egyptian  did  with  Hieroglyjficks « 

But  be  it  what  it  will,  a  Name,  or  thing, 
l’le  read  it,  for’t  miy  Cure  my  Jealoufie, 

And  furely  that  exceeds  Hells  mifery. 

But  to  my  Clofet,  where  no  Eye  can  fee. 

All  are  call’d  Pious,  who  Ijve  fcandal  free. 
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Enter  Eugenia  and  Nurfe. 

Engen .  Since  he  has  promis’d  but  to  take  his  leave., 

And  neither  then,  nor  never  urge  more  Sin, 

I  am  content  to  give  him  this  Jail  meeting. 

Nurfe.  He’lbea  glad  man,  Fm  fure - -  but  what  (lull  poor 

Jafper  do  i» 

Eugen .  If  he  will  marry  you.  Tie  keep  you  both. 

Nurfe.  Thank  you,  Madam,  Fie  tell  him  your  good  will.  [  Exit * 

Eugen .  What  by  this  curled  Sin  am  I  reduc’d  to  ? 

VTo  be  a  Slave  to  Slaves ;  nay,  worfe,  a  Bawd, 

A  Name  fo  bale,  profeft  ones  do  dctelf  it, 

And  yet  I’m  one,  this  curfed  Hellifh  Hagg  has  made  me  fo. 

The  firft  did  fell,  and  then  gray’d  my  Honour, 

Yet  thinks  fhe  has  oblig’d  me  by  the  Adion. 

Nay,  I  am  fore’e  to  fay  fo  now  to  pleafe  her ; 

Some  heavenly  Angel  make  me  Chafte  again. 

Or  make  me  nothing,  I  am  refolv’d  to  try,  *? 

Before  I’de  (till  live  Whore,  Tde  choofe  to  dye,  -  1 

Enter  Jafper. 

Jafp.  I’m  come  to  thank  your  Lady-fhip  for  the  gr£at  care, 

Nurfe  fayes,  you  have  of  me  •  but  faith,  Madam,  l 

Was  ne’re  made  to  be  Steel  to  a  Tinder-Box ;  (he’s 

Mecr  Touch- wood ;  no,  I’m  not  for  Marrying  great 

Grannums  :  But  if  your  Lady-fhip  knows  any  Young  ) 

Dame,  that  wants  a  ftrong  back  to  do  her  drudgery, 

Jhough  it  be  in  her  Lord’s  abfence,  I’m  content. 

Eugen .  What,  is  the  Fellow  mad  l 

Jafp.  No,  Madam,  not  mad  at  all,  but  can  as  foberJy  keep 
Councel  as  the  bell  Young  Gallant  of  ’em  all ;  and  am 
As  able  to  do  the  feat :  Pleafe  your  Lady-fhip  to  try  me, 

And  praifeme  as  you  find  5  if  you  difhle  my  work, 

I’le  lofe  my  labour,  and  have  nothing  for  my  pains. 

Eugen.  Oh, ftran^e, unheard-of  Impudence !  Our,  Villain.'  [  Exl 

Jafp.  Sofcornful!  Villain]  Nay,  if  you  call  me  fo,ri$  time 
To  be  fo  j  what  a  Devil  ayk  my  face*  that  (he  contemns 
Me  thus  l  May  be  my  Nofe  is  not  long  enough  fhe  thinks. 

Pox  on  her  Pride, ’tis  that  or’e-comes  her  Leachery  - I  mufl 

Alter, 
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Alter  my  Trade,  for  I  was  ne’re  born  I  fee  to  thrive  by 
Love  j  then  I’le  fet  up  a  (hop  of  hatred,  and  the  Wares  I 
Vent  (hall  be  Revenge,  that  may  hit  j  but  hold,  my  Lord. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Auto.  What  have  I  got  ?  Am  I  more  fatisfy’d 
By  this  fame  Paper  then  I  was  before  ? 

No,  not  at  all  5  and  yet  why  fhould  I  not  i 
There’s  not  a  thought  fet  down  concerneth  me  — — : 

Yet  that’s  her  policy - 

She  either  fear’d  that  I  fhould  get  the  Paper, 

Or  clfe  on  purpofe  did  contrive  I  might ; 

But  how  can  1  know  that  i  This  Jealoufie, 

If  it  continue  long,  will  make  me  mad. 

Jafp.  Well, the  Devil  haspnt  him  on  this  pin  meerly 
To  dome  a  kindnefs. 

Anto.  And  yet  it  muft  continue,  who  can  Cure  it  ? 

Ay,  there’s  it,  who  can  Cure  it  i  Then  I  muft  be  mad! 

Nay,  I’m  mad  already,  ftark  mad ! - 

Jafp.  My  good  Lord. 

Anto.  What’s  the  matter?  I  fear  he  heard  me.’ 

Jafp.  I  come  to  take  leave  of  your  Lordfhip,I  have 
Enemies  I  hear  have  turn’d  me  going. 

Anto.  Is’t  not  defervedly,  thou  Goat  ? 

Jafp.  Yes, yes, it  may  be  fo,fince  they  will  have  it  foj 
But  if  I  had  never  feen,  1  had  ne’re  been  turn’d 
Away  for  doing :  If  I  were  as  ready  to  make 
Mifchief,  as  I  am  fear’d  to  be ;  Nurfe  and  I  had  not 
Been  only  the  Sufferers. 

Anto.  Explain  your  Riddle,  Sirrah. 

Jafp.  Nay,  let  my  Tongue  come  out  e’re  I  fay  any  thing  to 
Difquiet  your  Lordlhip,  I  Jove  you  better. 

Anto.  Difquiet  me !  What  lyes  within  thy  power  to  fay  that 
Can  difquiet  me  ? 

Jafp .  Nay,  nothing  it  may  be,  my  Lady  is  my  Lady, and 
You  are  a  kind  Lora,  that’s  all  I  know  $  fo  begging 
Your  Lordfhips  Difcharge,  I’m  gone,  and  then  your 
Fears  are  over. 


Anto.  Villain, 
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Anto.  Villain,  thou’d  given  me  poyfon  j  my  veins  Twell 
With  it,  produce  the  Antidote,  or  I’le  differ  thy  Soul 
To  find  it  out  5  what  is’t  you  know  that  can  difquiet  me  ? 

Jafp.  I  know  little,  my  Lord,  to’th’  purpofe,  befides,  it  will 
Put  vex  you,  fince  there  may  be  no  harm  in  it. 

Ante.  Come,  come,  no  going  back,  tell  quickly  what  you  know. 

Jafp.  I  know,  why,  I  know  that  my  Lady  hates  me, 

Becaufe  I  told  your  Lordlhip  the  time  (he  was  to 
Deliver  the  Jewels  and  Money  to  Don  Lewis ,  and 
Still  (he  calls  me  falfe  in  being  true  to  you - but - - 

Ante.  But  what? 

Jafp.  But  if  I  (hould  fay  all  I  know - well,  but  let 

That  alone,  good,  my  Lord,  your  Difcharge. 

Anto.  Vile  Dog,  dod  raife  my  Anger  for  to  play  with  it  ? 

I’le  vent  it  upon  thee  then.  [  Draws,  and  cuts  at  him * 

Jafp .  Hold,  hold,  my  Lord,  and  I’le  tell  all  I  know. 

Anto.  Let’s  hear  it. 

Jafp.  When  you  lay  hid  about  Don  Lewis’s  death.  I’ve 
Often  feen  a  Lady  in  the  Night  to  meet  two  Men 
I*th’  Carden,  but  am  not  fure  it  was  your  Lady. 

Anto.  What  makes  you  name  her  then  i 

Jafp.  Her  Gown,  I  think  it  was  her  Gown. 

Anto.  Waft  often, fay  you  l 

Jafp.  Yes,  every  Night,  except  you  lay  at  home,  for  I 
Took  pains  to  watch,  they  never  fail’d  coming , 

But  there  was  but  one  of  them  went  into  the  Houfe, 

Sir,  and  he  neither  would  not  day  above  an  hour 
At  mod:  this  is  all. 

Anto.  AJ1,  quoth  a !  What  Devil  would  have  more. 

If  ’twas  my  Lady. 

Jafp.  I  can’t  fay  that,  but  yet  I  dare  be  fworn  it  was 
Her  Gown,  I  do  believe,  I  mean,  I  think  it  was. 

Anto.  Could  you  notguefs  the  men  ? 

Jafp.  I  think  they  were  Francifto  and  Sebaftian. 

Anto.  It  mud  be  they ;  a  plague  upon  their  Fewdsj. 

They  can  Revenge  themfelves  upon  my  Wife : 

Go, call  the  Nurfe,  this  (he  mud  needs  confpire  in ; 


But 


7ke  Fatal  Jealotific.  '  19 

But  keep  all  private  from  her.  [  Exit  Jafpcr. 

Is  (he  fo  buckfome  ?  Has  (he  more  Kinfmen  Stallions  i 
He  cleanfe  her  Blood,  or  empty  all  her  veins  5 
Confeflions  calls  (he  thefe !  Betwixt  Religion  and  her  Leacher^ 

The  Devil  dances  Barley-break  —  but  hold  —  why 
May’nt  the  Rogue  contrive  this  for  Revenge  ? 

For  if  I  refled  his  pretending  not  to  tell,  did  but 
U(her  in  the  Story.  I  muft  be  cautious  of  a  too  light  belief.' 

Eater  C&'lia. 

Cal.  My  Lord,  by  Accident  I’ve  loft  a  Paper,  which  troubles  oicj 
■rinto.  A  Paper,  fay  you  ?  I  took  up  one  i’th’  Garden,  and  I 
Think  this  is  it. 

Cal,  It  is,  my  Lord,  and  I  rejoyce  no  other  Perfon  found  it. 
jinto.  Why,  what  is  it  ? 

Cal.  ’Tis  the  Confeflion  that  I  told  you  of.  4  j 

yinto^  l  might  have  read  it  then ,  and  ne’re  askt  you,  had 
I  but  known  it.  \  "1 

Cal.  If  your  Lordfhip  pleafes  you  may  read  it. 

■Anto.  No,  no,  I  will  not,  but  prethee  keep  it  better. 

Cat,  My  Lord,  there  are  fome  Tenants,  who  defire  to  exprefs 

Their  Loves  by  Rural  Recreations - - 

Jnto.  Bid  c’m  (lay,  their  fporrs  are  more  in  feafon  after  Dinner? 
So  willing  now  to  have  it  read,andyet  before  fo  backward!  [Ex.CxU 
Why,  this  confirms  me  fhe  is  falfe,  it  was  contriv’d 
On  purpofe  for  my  fight.  The  Devil’s  not  fo  cunning 
As  a  Woman.  [  Enter  Nurfe  ^ 

Oh,  Beldame,  are  you  come?  Tell  me,  you  Bawd, 

Who  Whores  my  Wife  ?  For  Whore  I  know  (heis. 

And  you’re  her  Bawd.  Tell  me,  I  fay,  the  man. 

The  place,  the  Circumftance,and  very  time. 

Or  I  will  quarter  thee,and  throw  thy  flefh  to’th’  dogs.  ‘•'*4 

Nurfe.  Alas, my  Lord, I  know  nothing, but  that  when 
You’refrom  Home,  Pedro  goes  to  her  Chamber,  and 
Stays  there  all  Night,  but  what  they  do,  I  know 
Not,  for  none  but  Flora's  with  them. 

ainto.  Pedro  !  Oh  monftrous,  (he  would  devour  a  Legion ! 

1s  t  every  Night,  do  you  fay  ? 

P  2  Nurfe,  Yes', 
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Nurfe.  Yes, every  Night  ,  but  I  durft  never  tell  you! 

Alas,  fire  fuekt  thefe  Breads. 

Axto.  Shew  me  this  Night  Pedro,  in  Bed  with  her, 

©r  I  Will  cut  thy  Tongue  out. 

Nurfe.  ’Tis  impofiible  when  you  are  at  home. 
si  at  o.  I  will  contrive  a  Journey  out  of  Town,  but  will  at 
Twelve  return,  then  let  mein  j  for  if  you  fail 
l’le  cut  your  Throat. 

Nurfe.  Tie  do  my  bed. 

Anto .  Pedro  f  W  hat  fordid  Devil  prompted  her  to  that  ? 
W’hy,  I  am  known  to  all  the  World  a  Cuckold  ; 

The  very  Boys  i’th’  ftreet  muft  point  at  me ; 

But  hold,  this  new  Intelligence  ftruck  out  the  old. 

And  made  me  quite  forget  about  Francifco. 

Enter  Jafper. 

Oh,  Jafper  I  I’m  confirm’d  my  Wife’s  a  Devil, 

And  I  will  fend  her  to  the  reft  e’re  Morning  j 
Go  and  contrive  a  Letter  from  Don  John 
Shall  intimate  he’s  fick,  and  wants  my  prefence. 

Then  I’le  contrive  the  reft. 

Jafp .  Be  not  too  raih,  my  Lord,  might  I  advife 
You  (hould  be  certain  e’re  you  Aided  ought, 

Anto.  How  can  I  be  more  certain  then  this  Night,’ 

To  be  Eye-witncfs  of  her  Luft  my  felf. 

As  Nurfe  has  undertook  I  (hall. 

Jafp.  Ay,  Sir, but  things  may  fail, and  they  not  meet.' 
Anto.  Name  a  more  certain  vtay  then. 

Jafp  My  Lord,therelivesa  Woman  in  the  Suburbs 
Mighty  in  Science,who  by  Art  can  tell 
All  that  fhe  pleafes,  1’de  have  you  go  to  her. 

Anto.  Is  (he  of  your  acquaintance  ? 

Jafp.  No,  my  Lord,  fhe  fcornsfuch  things  as  me,. 

She’s  for  the  great  ones  $  though  for  Charity, 

She  fometimes  helps  poor  people  to  their  goods , 

I’me  fure  (he’d  ferve  your  Lordlhip. 

Anto.  I  fear  fhe’I  never  truft  us,  left  we  (hould  betray 
Hertothelnquifition, 
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Jafp.  NoYearofthat,  fhe  cannot  be  betray’d, 

She  knows  Mens  bus’nefs  er’e  they  come  unto  her. 

Anto.  WelIthen,contrivemyabfence,  I’le  go  thither. 

I’m  fute  to  know  whether  fhe  cheats  or  no, 

For  if  fhe  names  Don  Lewis  ’mongft  the  reft, 

1  (hall  believeher.  Well,  about  the  Letter.  [£*/#»■ 

Jafp.  Arc  you  there  with  your  Beares ;  Don  Lewis  fay  you  ? 

Marry  now  i  find  ’twas  Jealoufie  of  his  Wife ; 

And  not  the  matter  of  Money  made  him  kill  him. 

Whether  he  was  guilty  or  no;  i’le  be  fure  he  (han’t 
Be  forgot,  for  I’le  before  hand  to  my  Aunt,  and  tell 
Her  all;  I  hope,  fhe  is  a  Witch ;  the  People  fay  fo,a 
Mighty  Artift  I  am  fure  fhe  is,  for  fhe  has  done 
Strange  things,  and  all  men  fear  her,  befides  I 
Know  (he  loves  me,  and  will  ftrive  all  fhe  can  to 
pome  good,  and  hap  what  will  my  Lord  will 
Think  me  honeft ;  for  Night  will  furely  (hew  his 
Sifter  to  him,  dreft  in’s  Ladyes  Gown,  what  though 
He  kill  her,  the  miftake  will  lye  o’ th’ Night,  and  not 
On  me,  thus  I  make  good  the  Villain  that  fhe  call’d 
Me,  in  my  Revenge  on  her  j  and  if  Nurfe  fails  me 
Not,  I’le  have  my  Lady,  and  Pedro ;  finely  firkt. 

When  this  is  done,my  Lord  rewards  my  care. 

Let  him  the  danger  I’Je  the  profit  fhare. 

And  fince  things  Excellent  commended  be, 

’Tfhall  be  my  Aym  t ’excell  in  Villany. 

The  End  of  the  firfi  A8. 

'■  .  -  •  ’  ■  1  Jt'  \ 

-  ■ '  .*  J;  7 if-i  -  :  ,  .  i 

,  .  .  -  *  *  - 
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A<ft  the  Second. 


Enter  Jafper  and  the  Witch. 


Jafp.  *T*His  kindnefs,  Aunt,  I  beg,  your  Art  muft  doj 
i  For  I  have  no  way  elfe  to  fave  my  place. 
witch.  Why,  ’tis  impoflible ;  I’ve  no  fuch  Art 
As  People  think j  to  call  up  Spirits  to  me ; 

Nor  know  1  any  thing,  but  what  is  told  me. 

Jafp.  Now  you  dilfemble.  Aunt,  for  han’t  you  often  J 

Rais’d  Storms,  have  rent  up  Trees,  and  fhook  ftrong 
Towers  ?  Seeming  to  threaten  Nature  with  it’s  end  j 
And  at  fuch  times  have  fent  ftrange  fhaped 
Spirits,  who  have  reftored  to  owners  ftolen  Goods. 

Thefe  things  fo  many  know,  it  is  impoflible 
For  you  to  keep  it  private  j  but  1  find. 

Rather  then  trull  me  with  your  mighty  fecrets, 

Or  help  me  with  your  Art,  you’l  fee  my  Ruine. 

witch.  Thefe  things  you  fpeak  of,  people  think  I  do. 

And  fo  l’de  have  e’m  j  for  ’tis  the  only  way  I  have  to  Live : 

The  Vulgar  People  love  to  be  deluded  j 
And  things  the  mod  unlikely  they  moftdote  on ; 

A  ftrange  Difeafe  in  Cattle,  Hogs  or  Pigs, 

Or  any  Accident  in  Cheefe  or  butter ; 

Though’t  be  but  Natural,  ora  Sluts  fault, 

Muft  (trait  be  Witchcraft !  Oh,  the  Witch  was  here ! 

The  Ears  or  Tail  is  burn’d,  the  Churn  is  burn’d ; 

And  this  to  hurt  the  Witch,  when  all  the  while 
They’re  likeft  Witches  that  believe  fuch  Cures  j 
Could  I  do  all  that  People  think  I  can, 

1’de  ne’re  take  pains  to  nnd  out  ftolen  Goods, 
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Or  hold  intelligence  with  Thieves  to  bring  e’m. 

Meetly  to  get  my  Bread;  no,  I  would  make 
The  Univerfe  pay  Tribute  to  my  power. 

And  all  the  Bug-bear  Lords  Inquifitors 

More  tremble  at  my  Name  then  l  do  now 

At  theirs :  Ah,  Jafper ,  would  I  raife 

Storms  when  1  would,  blaft  Corn,  turn  Rivers  backward. 

Change  (hapes,  mov’d  where  I  pleas’d  i’th’  Air, 

And  that  fofaft,  as  thought  it  felf  would 
Hardly  overtake  me: 

What  is’t  I  could  not  do  t  if  all  were  true 
The  Foolifh  People  think,  the  Popehimfelf  would 
Quickly  lofe  Refpe&, 

And  none  be  thought  infallible  but  I. 

Jafp.  I’m  fure  I  tremble  for  your  want  of  power. 

More  then  I  (hould  to  fee  Hells  dreadfull’ft  lhape. 

For  1  muft  flye  the  Town. 

witch.  Jafper ,  not  fo ;  though  I  can  raife  no  Devils, 

Yet  1  Confederate  with  Rogues  and  Taylors, 

Things  that  can  fhape  themfelves  like  Elves, 

And  Goblins - 

And  often  do  like  Spirits  haunt  great  Houfes, 

Moft  times  to  Real,  but  many  times  for  mirth ; 

Thefe  ITe  foon  fend  for ;  arife,  my  Pincula .  5  Enter  a  little  Devil ,  and 
J*//?.Heav’ns  blefs  melfave  me, good  Aunt. '  tumbles  the  Summerfet. 
witch.  From  what  ?  You  Fool,’tis  but  a  little  Boy, 

Which  I  inftrudi:  to  carry  on  my  Cheats : 

Come,  leave  your  Fooling,  I  have  bus’nefs  for  you  j 

Uncafe  your  felf,  and  quickly  go  and  find 

Ranter ,  and  Srvafh,  DiveyFobySnapy  Gi It, znd  Pick-locky 

Thofe  are  my  Archeft  Etevils ;  as  you  go 

Call  upon  Dog’rell  the  Ballad-maker,  and  fay 

I  want  him  ftrait,  bid  them  be  fure 

To  bring  home  half  a  doien  more  with  them, 

For  I  (hall  need  their  help,  let  e’m  not  fail. 

For  money’s  to  be  got. 

Devil.  ’  Tis  that  will  make  e’m  come  j  I’le  hafte,forfooth.  [  Exit : 

Jafp.-  I’m 
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Jafp.  I’m  glad  itYgone,  for  furely  it  was  a  Devil, 
Whatever  you  pretend. 

witch.  Thou’rtaFooi: 

It  was  a  Boy,  I  tell  thee,  and  no  Devil  5 
Nor  am  !  a  forcerefs, though  I  could  with 
To  do  thee  good  I  was  :  But  ’tis  no  matter  ; 

Bring  thou  thy  Lord,  Tie  pra&ice  well  enough 
To  make  him  think  all  true,  that  1  tliall  fhew  him. 

Jafp.  You  now  Revive  my  Drooping  Spirits,  Aunt,  and 
Make  my  hopes  grow  ftrong !  Ah  fweet  Revenge, 

How  my  foul  Dances  but  with  thoughts  of  it  5 
Aflift  me,  Aunt,to  get  this  mighty  Blefling,  and  I 
Shall  dye  your  flavc. 

witch .  O  rare  Boy  ! 

How  I  rejoyce  to  fee  this  Spirit  in  thee. 

For  !tfs  the  vertue  of  our  Family 

To  feek  Revenge,  notbafely  fwallow  wrongs  : 

DonSancho  De  Monfahjo,  thy  Grandfire 
Was  for  a  while  Vice-Admiral  of  Spain, 

But  then  difgrac’d  turn’d  Pyrate  and  Reveng’d 
With  Fire  and  Sword  on  all  Mankind,  the  wrongs 
He  thought  the  Court  had  bafely  plac’d  on  him  $ 

At  laft  he  was  betray’d  and  loft  his  head, 

Thy  Father  turn’d  Bandetto,  what  he  got 
I  did  difpofeof  for  him  5  buthisFattT 
Betray’d  him  too  to  Death  by  Execution  : 

Since  when  I  by  thefe  Arts  do  ftrive  to  live. 

And  thou  art  forc’d  to  ferve - 

That  very  Lord,  who  does  thofe  Lands 
Poftefs  fhould  have  been  thine;  - 
Jafp. But  will  e’re  long  mount  to  fome  higher  fpherc. 

Or  dye  in  the  attempt ;  this  Plot,  perhaps,  may  do, 

And  1  thereby  obtain  fome  part  of  my  Eftate 
Again;  for  if  the  plotted  mifchiefsfhallfucceed. 

He  tell  him  whom  I  am,  and  my  refolves,  either 
To fhare  his  Fortunes  or  Reveal  all.  Then  I  will 
Rifei yonjaffer  De  Morfalvo^  and  Cheek  by  JoIe> 
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Ask  how  Antonio  does.  Then  don’t  forget  the  names* 
witch .  Not  one  of  them  :  1  know  them  very  well. 

Jafp.  Farewell,  Dear  Aunt,  but  don’t  you  feem  to  know  me. 
witch.  Out  you  great  Fool !  W  hat  become  my  Inftru&er  ? 
Becareful  of  yourfelf,  andfear  not  me.  Farewel,  boy.  [Exeunt* 
Enter  Antonio,Gerardo,Caelia,Eugenia,<tf  to  a  tJMafquey 
and  take  their  feats. 

Ger.  Have  you  heard.  Madam,  what  they  reprefent  ? 

Cali  a  My  Lord,  I’m  told  they  mean  to  play  the  Gipfies, 

And  tell  our  fortunes  to  us. 

Anto%  I  would  they  could* 

Eugen.  I  fall  Man’s  life  determin’d  is  before, 

I  would  not  know  my  Deftiny  me- thinks. 

For  good  is  belt,  when  lead  it  is  Expcfted  $ 

And  bad  fore-feen  is  doubl’d  by  our  fear 
Things  certain  no  fore-knowledge  can  prevent 
Such  knowledge  only  can  bring  difeontent. 

Ger .  In  this  with  you  I  perfectly  agree. 

AnXo.  Yet  for  all  that  1  wifh  I  could  forefee. 

Calia.  My  Lord,  what  profit  by  it  wou’d  you  gain? 
hnto.’T would  cure  doubt  to  me  the  deadlieftpain* 

Ger .  Doubt  is  th’effedi  of  fear  or  Jealoufie, 

Two  Pafiions  which  to  Reafon  give  the  Lye 
For  fear  torments,  but  never  does  ailift, 

And  Jealoufie  is  love  loft  in  a  Mift. 

Both  Hood-wink  truth,  then  go  to  blind-mans  buft, 

Cry  here,  then  there,  feem  to  dired  eriought  : 

But  all  the  while  fhift  place  making  the  mind 
As  it  goes  cut  of  breath  defpair  to  find. 

And  if  at  laft  fomething  it  ftumbles  on,  4 

Perhaps  it  calls  it  falfc  and  then  ’cis  gone. 

If  true,  whit’s  gain  d  only  juft  time  to  fee 
A  breachlefs  Play  a  Game  at  Liberty  ^ 

That  has  no  other  end  then  this,  that  men 
Run  to  be  tyr’d  juft  to  fet  down  agen. 

A nto'  This  is  a  truth,  and  (o  for  ought  I  know, 

To  the  fame  purpofe  tends  all  things  we  do : 
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Life’s  a  Difeafe,  and  yet  we  feldom  fay, 

That  Man  is  fick  whom  we  fee  laugh  and  play ; 

And  ’tis  as  well  to  bid  the  Bed-rid  ride, 

As  to  bid  Men  in  doubt  be  farisfy’d  : 

For ’tis  the  mind’s  Difeafe,  and  Phyfick  fhould 
Be  proper  to’r,  or  elfe  the  Patient’s  fool’d 
And  there’s  no  Drug  in  Nature  doubt  to  Cure 
But  only  one,  and  that  is  to  be  fure. 

Cal.  Yes,  Circumstance,  my  Lord, if  well  apply’d. 

Anto,  I’ve  known  thatofcen  fail,  when  it  was  try’d.  , 

But  they  come  - -  [  Flour! ft. 

Enter  fir  ft  Gipfie,  ana  fwgs. 

' 

I.  Gipfie.  /^^Ome,  come ,  away  > follow  ,  follow  your  Prince, 
V_v  b  am  King  of  trie  [war  thy  Complexions  • 

Follow  me  that  can  lead  you  through  Chimneys  and  Chinks 
To  j leal  Bacon  and  Peafe , 

Nay,  fometimes  with  eafe 

To  a  Feafl  of  the  choycefl  Confections . 

Come,  follow  me  then ,  come  away,  come  away . 

Enter  fecond  Gipfie,  and [wgs. 

2.  Gip.  We  know  no  Rebellion,  but  obey,  but  obey. 

To  our  King  we  arejufl, 

Jtnd  true  to  our  trufl , 

Leaving  difc  ord  to  tbofe,that  their  Princes  oppofe, 
when  by  the  Spirit  of  Treafon  in  Non-fence  they  pray * 

Enter  all  the  ref,  and  fing. 

■ 

Chor.  We  know,  &c. 

1 .  Gip.  Come  then,  and  follow,  a  prize,  a  prize,  a  prize . 

2.  Gip.  Give  the  word  then,  and  holloa* 

All.  prize,  a  prize ,  a  prize , 
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1  ♦  Gip.  Here  are  Gallants  and  Ladies  have  Fortifies  to  tclL 
2.  Gip.  We' l  tell  e'm  good  Fortune  if  they  give  us  a  fpell. 

1 .  Gip.  A  hand  crofl  with  fiver  the  Spirit  infufeS . 

2  Gip.  There's  no  Prophet  lately  that  mettle  refufeS. 

1 .  Gip*  Men  get  Heaven  now  by  Bargain  and  Sale . 

(M fifes,  Trent als,  and  Dirges 
Chor.<  Are  not  had  for  no  Charges , 

l  A) d  a  Vicar  for  nothing  won't  tell  you  a  Tale „ 

All.  MfijJeS,  & c. 

1 .  Gip.  dll  things  are  bought  and  fold. 

2.  Gip.  Good  Fortune  goes  with  Gold . 

1 .  Gip.  Fallon  to  your  Trading  then 9 
Men  Gip.  tv' are  for  the  Ladies . 

Worn.  Gip*  And  we  for  the  Men . 

1 .  Gip. To  C<el.  Lady.,  you  have  Joft  a  Lover, 

Crofs  my  hand.  Tie  moredifcover. 

2 . Gip.  To  dnto.  My  Lord,  I  know  you  bafenefs  fcorn. 

And  would  be  loath  to  wear  a  Horn. 

1 .  Gip> To  Eug  .Lady,  fome  do  fpeak  you  fair. 

That  hatred  to  your  welfare  bear* 

2.  Gip .  To  Ger.  My  Lord,  you  Love  a  handfom  Lady, 

She  Loves  you  as  well  it  may  be. 

I .  Gip.  fings.  7  bus  we  feldom  mifs  the  matter , 

Things  pajl  we  can  tell ,  by  theft  Generals  well ,  - 
Andne're  (lay  to  prove  the  truth  of  the  latter . 

All.  Things' paft,  &c. 

1 ;  To  Ccd.  You  fhall  Live  long  and  happily,  Lady. 

2.  To  d?ito  My  Lord,  I  can  tell  you,  good  Fortunes  your  Friend* 

1 .  To  Eug.  You  fhall  e’re  long  play  with  your  own  Baby. 

2.  To  (jer.Ycm  Love,  my  Lord,  will  have  good  end. 

1 .  Gip.  fings.  7  bus  we  I- h  e  merrily ,  merrily ,  merrily , 

And  thus  to  our  Dancing  we  fing } 

Our  Lands  and  our  Livings 

Lye  in  others  believings , 

when  to  all  Men  we  tell  the  fame  thing : 

And  thus  to  our  Dancing  we  fing. 

This  we ,  &c.  [  An  Antique  of  GipfieS,  and  Exeunt  9 

E  2  Anto •  By 
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Anto\  By  this  we  fee  that  all  the  Worlds  a  Cheat, 

Where  truths  and  faJfhoods  lye  Id  intermixt. 

And  are  To  like  each  other,  that  ’tis  hard 

To  find  the  difference  j  who  would  not  think  thefe  People 

A  real  pack  of  fuch  as  we  call  Gipfies. 

Ger.  Things  perfectly  alike  are  but  the  fame ; 

And  thefe  were  Gipfies,  if  we  did  not  know 
How  to  confider  them  the  contrary : 

So  in  Terreftial  things  there  is  not  one 

But  takes  its  Form  and  Nature  from  our  fancy ", 

Not  its  own  being,  and  is  what  wc  do  think  it. 

A nto.  But  truth  is  (till  it  felf* 

Ger.  No,  not  at  all,  as  truth  appears  to  us ; 

For  oftentimes 

That  is  a  truth  to  me  that’s  falfe  to  you,, . 

So  ’tvvould  not  be  if  it  was  truly  true. 

Enter  Pedro  and  a  Servant ,  with  a  Letter  to  Antonio. 
SemMy  Lord.  Don  J o  h  n  fa  1  u  t  es  you  in  that  Letter. 

Ceil.  How  does  my  Couzen,  Friend  ? 

Serv.  Madam,!  fear  he’s  drawing  near  his  end. 

Cxi.  ’Pray  Heav’n  divert  ir. 

Auto.  The  Letter  fhews,  that  Death  did  guide  his  hand  • 

It  only  fays,  Oh  Friend, come  now  or  never. 

Ger.  How  did  his  Sicknefs  take  him  ? 

Se>v.  Chacing  the  Buck  too  hard  j  he  hot  with  Labour, 

Drunk  of  a  cooling  Spring  too  eagerly, 

And  that  has  given  him  pains,  the  Dodfors  fay, 

Will  give  him  Death  immediately. 

C*l.  Heav’n  grant  him  help. 

A  nto.  Return,  and  tell  thy  Lord,  I’tnat  thy  heels. 

Pedro ,  bring  my  Boots,  and  bid  two  Horfes  be  made  . 

Ready. 

Gael.  Whom  do  you  take,  my  Lord  ? 

A  nto.  Pedro: — 'but  hold,  Ja/per  isnot  difcharg’d, 
l’le  ee’n  take  him. 

Cttl.  J offer ,  my  Lord  !  Pray  take  not  him.  $  E^er  Ped. 

A  nto,  Why  not  him,  there  are  no  Nurfes  there  ?  }  with  Boots. 

,Where’s 
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W  here's  Jafper  Pedro  i 

Ped .  He  faid  he  wou’d  not  dine,  and  went 
Abroad,  yet  I  fuppofe  he  may  be  now  in’s  Chamber, 

A nto.  Reach  my  Bootes, who  has  worn  ’em  lately  ? 

I  do  believe  you  get  into  my  Bootes. 

Ped .  I,  my  Lord.  J Strikes  Pedro  with 

A  Ho.  I,  you,  my  Rogue !  Go, fee  for  Jafper.  7  a  Boot  top . 

[  Exit  Pedro* 

Cdl .  My  Lord  !  Why  do  you  thus  difturb  your  fell  ? 

A  nto.  You  fee  the  blow  don’t  maim  him,  you  need 
Not  be  concern’d. 

Cdlia.  W 'hat  means  my  Lord  ? 

Anto^  As  you  hate  Jafptr,  1  hate  whom  I  pleafe. 

Enter  Jafper. 

Cdl.  His  fight  ftrikes  terror  tome  ! 

A  nto.  Jafper,  make  ready,  you  mult  go  with  me.  [  Exit  Jafp* 
Cdl .  Here  on  my  knees- 1  beg  you  would  not  take  him  i 
But  if  you  be  refolv’d,  let  me  go  too. 
v  A  nto.  That  cannot  be :  Don  John's  a  Batchellor, 

And  is  not  fitted  to  have  Women  guefts* 

Cdl.  I  will  difpence  with  any  thing,  my  Lord, 

Then  let  me  go,  or  do  not  take  Jafper . 

A  nto.  Come,  1  mud  break  this  Childifh  way  of  yours, 

Jafper  fhall  go,  and  you  fhall  ftay  at  home, 

Andfo  Farewell  $  make  merry  with  our  Friends*  . 

Ger.  Do  not  refolve,  my  Lord  j  fee  how  fhe  takes  it. 

A  nto.  This  paflion  loon  will  over  $  farewell,  Friend, 

I  fhall  return  to  give  Eugenia  to  you.  [  Exit  A  nto; 

Ger .  I  ne’re  perceiv’d  his  will  to  reign  before. 

Some  fudden  fancy  makes  him  Obftinate. 

Eug .  So,  give  her  Air,  (lie  comes  to  her  felf* 

Cdl .  Where  is  my  Lord  !  What  gone  !  am  1  deluded  ? 

I  Saw  an  Angel  lead  him  back  again* 

Ger \  Her  fancy  is  difturb’d,  make  no  anfwer  : 

Cdl .  Why  Sifter,  where’s  my  Lord? 

Eug.  Do  not  difturb  your  felf,  my  Brother’s  well.  . 

Cdlr  Get  me  a  horfe,  for  1  willfollow  him. 


Enter 
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Enter  Antonio  Bleeding. 

Anto.  Fetch  me  fome  water  there. 

CaI.  My  Dream  was  true,  my  Dcareft  Lord’s  return’d ! 

What  makes  ytu  Bleed.? 

Anto.  As  i  was  lifting  up  my  Foot  to  the  Stirrop,  my  Nofe 
Gufht  out  a  Bleeding, 

Etigen.  My  Sifter  dreamt,  an  Angel  led  you  b<?ck. 

And  I  believe  it  now. 

Ger.  Pray  take  fome  other  with  you,  I,  if  you  pleafe 
W  ill- keep  you  Company. 

■Tint .No,rm  refolv’d  to  flay, and  fend  him  word,!  am 
Took  ill  my  felf ;  my  Nofe  leaves  Bleedings 

CaI.  I  am  fatisfy’d,  my  Lord,  you  do  not  go,  and  therefore 
Will  Retire.  [  Ex.  ad  but  Anto.  and  Gerar. 

Anto ..  Do  fo,  my  Dear. 

Now  I  muft  tell  my  Friend,!  dare  not  ft  ay, 

5T  would  look  but  ill  to  fay  a  Bleeding  Nofe 
Made  Eon  Antonio  flight  his  dying  Friend* 

Ger .  If  that  was  dl,  it  would  £  but  yet  reflcCt 
There  are  more  Prodigies  forbid  this  Journey 
Then  C'<efar  had  t’avoyd  the  Senate-Houfe. 

Anto *  Bad  C*far  not  been  flain,  thofe  Accidents 
We  now  call  Prodigies,  had  been  forgot  y 
And  fo  will  thefe  when  I  am  fafe  return’d. 

Ger.  Confider  but  your  Ladies  high  concern, 

Her  fuddain founding,  and  recovery, 

On  which  fhe  cry’d  an  Angel  brings  him  back. 

Your  Bleeding  and  Return  fpeata  fhe  dream’ t  true, 

The  flopping  of  it  too  was  not  the  leaft, 

All  thefe  together  force  me  to  believe 

That  you  from  heav’n  thefe  warnings  did  receive. 

Anto.  Surely,  Gerardo ,  we  muft  heav’n  offend 
To  think  that  it  thele  Accidents  fhoujd  fend. 

It  is  detraction  to  the  Pow’rs  above. 

To  think  they  fuffer  what  they  don’t  approve ; 

For  if  they  did  this  to  divert  my  ill. 

They  go  about,  for  they  might  change  my  will : 
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But  mine’s  more  firm ;  nay,  more,  fhould  I  not  go, 

The  threaten’d  ill  I  meet,  for  ought  I  know  j 
For  if  their  bonds  be  certain,  then  I  may 
Meet  th’  effeds  whether  I  go  or  ftay. 

Ger.  Vainly  we  fpeak  of  fjcav’n,  when  vainly  we 
By  human  Wit  fet  Rules  to  heav’ns  decree, 

The  pow” r  that  made  us  gave  us  fcope  of  will. 

Freely  to  take  the  good,  or  choofe  the  ill  •• 

And  though  it  can,  it  does  not  change  that  courfe. 

Only  perfwades  to  Ad  what  it  could  force. 

Anto.  This  you  believe,  but  you  muft  pardpn  me. 

If  in  this  point  I  don’t  with  you  agree  j  ' 

For  if  to  Man  fuch  a  free-  will  be  given, 

That  damns  all  Prtefcience  and  fo  baffles  heav’n : 

But  I  delay  whilft  Reafon  bids  me  go,  f 

And  Reafon  ’tis,  fince  it  to  me  is  fo> 

Then  pray  divert  my  Wife,  fo/areweli,  Friend. 

Ger .  Farewell:  May  all  mWoWhing  tend ;  _  jjs  ,, 
Yet  Rill  1  fear  what  fhould  the  Reafon  be,  /  ’ ' 

That  I  ihou’d  fear,  yet  nothing  fearful  fee, 

1  am  rcfolv’d  to  fend  fpme  Servants  out 
Shall  watt  him  at  a  diftance ; 

In  doing  all  I  can, . I  do  the  beft, 

I  can  no  more,  let  heav’n  do  the  reft. 

Enter  Don  Francifco  and  Nurfe 
Tran.  Well, ’tis  fofweet  a  fin  to  Wench  in  danger, 
i  hat  I  am  like  to  lofe  the  beft  part  of  my  Recreation  • 

But  prethee  Nurfe, tell  me,  what  caufes  this  changb  >  ’ 

mrfe.  Now  if  I  would  be  hang’d,  I  cannot  fcfrbear  telling 
Faith,  my  Lord,  Gerardo's  like  to  be  the  Man  now  6 

Though  I  am  for  your  Lordthip  ftill,  you’re  my  beft  Friend, 
Fran.  By  heav  n  I  Je  be  his  Death,  and  hers  to  boot; 

Can  (he  flight  me  for  him,  he  Whore  our  Kindred  I 
y\ hen  did  he  nrft  enjoy  her  ? 

Nurfe.  Not  fo,  my  Lord,  he’s  to  Marry  her. 

Fran.  Nay,  if’t  be  fo ;  then  I’m  Reveng’d  already 
For  s  joynmg  with  Antonio  ’gainft  our  houfe. 


[  Exit. 


r  Exit. 
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He’s  Antidated  Cuckold,  and  by  me  ! 

O  rare  Revenge  !  There’s  for  thy  News,  Nurfe.  [  Giv:$  mnej  to  her. 
Were  all  my  Enemies  but  ferv’d  the  fame  5 
At  a  more  full  Revenge  1’de  never  aim. 

Nurfe.  Me-thinks  you.  fhould  not  be  fo  merry  for  lofing  my  . 
Lady  *  ’faith,  had  I  known  it,  you  fhould  not  have  come 
Into  the  place  you  woton,  by  my  means. 

Frau.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  Nurfe,  I  find  her  drift. 

She  loves  our  family,-  and  Rudies  to  Revenge  it. 

To  make  him  Cuckold  •  how  it  pleafes  me  ! 

Poyfon,  nor  Poniards  is  not  half  fo  well. 

Go,  tell  her  5  Nurfe  Pm  glad  Hhe  takes  this  way: 

I  glory  in  her  love  !  by  Heaven  I  do. 

Tie  findSebaftian  out,  and  laugh  with  him, 

Till  I  e’en  fplit  my  fi des. 

Nurfe.  Sit)  you’Ie  tell  no  body  I  hope. 

JF ran.  No, none  but  him  : 

To  fay  as  he  goes  by,  there  goes  my  Cuckold  • 

And  then  to  laugh,  go  Nurfe,  and  tell  her 

Tie  be  fure  to  meet  - * — 

Nurfe .  Another  double  Piftoll  for  myjafper ! 

Pie  have  him  one  whole  night  for  this. 

For  to  fpeak  truth,  I  find  the  Rogue  does  not  love  me: 

Heavens!  What  a  bad  world  is  this. 

An  Old  Woman,  though  never  fo  willing, 

Can  fcarce  get  a  friend  for  ready  money  : 

When  fuch  as  EujerAa  can  make  the  Gold  fly  about  5 
But  time  will  come  (lie  muff  be  fain  to  turn  tail, 

And  pay  for  one  as  I  do,  ©r  go  without. 

But  it  pleafes  me,  my  Lady  fays,  he  fhal!  be  my  husband, 

Then  l  fhall  need  give  money  no  longer :  for  faith  if  he 
Be  negligent,rjering  him  a  Peal  to- quicken  him  to  his  duty* 

Thus  marry’dor.ce.  Tie  doe  like  other  wives 
That  make  their  husbands  drudge  for  quiet  lives. 


[  Exit. 
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A&  the  Third. 


Enter  Don  Gerardo  with  a  Boohjn  his  Hand. 

* 

Song. 


SOme  Happy  Sou 1  come  down  and  tell 
what  Joys  are  tbofe  with  you  do  dwell  i 
If  it  be  Hap  pi  Kefs  like  ourS  below  3 
which  from  our  want  of  ills  does  only  flow , 

7 hen  9  tis  plain  that  mighty  theam 
Of  Immortality  is  but  a  Dream v 

2. 

9  Tis  Lovey  9  tis  Lovejor  nothing  can 
Give  real  Happinefs  to  Man , 

Hut  Joys  like  tbofe  that  Lovers  Souls  enjoy , 
which  here  on  Earth  there's  nothing  can  deflroy  $ 
<Ayy  ayy  9 tis  Love  ouly  can  be 
The  Happy  Souls  end/efs  felicity. 


Ger.  What  a  dull,  heavy  load  hangs  on  my  Soul! 

Weighing  me  down  to  Earth*  as  if  Would  fay 
’Twas  weary  of  its  Burthen,  and  refolv’d 
To  fhake  it  off,  and  mix  with  its  firft  matter  3 
What  is  the  thing,  call'd  Death,  we  mortals  fhun  ? 

1s  t  fome  real,  or  is’t  a  fancy  only  ? 

Like  that  imaginary  point  in  Mathematicks; 

Not  to  be  found  only  in  definition  : 

It  is  no  more ;  Death,like  your  Childrens  Bug-bears, 

Is  fear’d  by  all,  yet  has  no  other  Being 
Then  what  weak  fancy  gives  it  5  ’tis  a  Line, 

-  F  But 
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But  yet  imaginary,  drawn  betwixt 
Time  and  that  dreadful  thing  Eternity  * 

I,  that’s  the  thing,  ’tis  fear’d  3  for  now  I  find  it : 
Eternity  which  puzzles  all  the  World, 

To  name  the  Inhabitants  that  People  it : 

Eternity,  whofe  undifcover’d  Countrey 
We  Fools  divide,  before  we  come  to  fee  it  $ 

Making  one  part  contain  all  happinefs, 

The  other  mifery,  then  unfeen  fight  for’t. 

Lcfing  our  certains  for  uncertainties  $ 

All  Sedts  pretending  to  a  Right  of  choyce  j 
Yet  none  go  willingly  to  take  their  part. 

For  they  ail  doubt  what  they  pretend  to  know. 

And  fear  to  mount,  left  they  fhould  fall  below  : 

Be’c  as  it  will  5  my  A&ions  fhall  be  juft. 

And  for  my  future  State  I  Heav  n  will  truft. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Return’d  already  5  what  can  be  the  caufe  ? 

Serv .  Sir,  Don  Antonio  like  wife  is  return’d* 

Get.  What  reafon  had  he  for  it,  doft  thou  know  ? 
5V/.My  Lord, I  donot^for  we  by  your  appointment 
Having  took  Horfe,  did  with  our  greateft  fpeed 
Purfue  the  Road  fhould  lead  us  to  Don  Johns  > 

When  near  a  Thicket  ftands  fome  two  Miles  off, 
Ifpy’d  Antonio  lying  on  the  ground, 

And  Jafper  walking  of  the  Horfes  by  him, 

Fearing  his  feeing  us,  we  took  the  Thicket, 

Where  (belter  d  from  their  Eyes,  I  left  my  Fellows, 
But  I  approach’d  as  near  as  poffible. 

Hoping  I  did  you  Service,  if  I  could 
By  their  Difcourfe  gather  their  caufe  of  flay* 

Cer.  ’Twas  like  thy  felf,  both  diligent  and  prudent, 
Serv .  But  all  my  care  did  fignifie  but  little, 

The  Wind  blewfrefh,  and  ruffling  in  the  Wood, 
Wholly  deftroy’d  their  Voyees,  fo  that  few  words 
Of  what  they  faid  I  heard  5  and  chofe  I  did. 

Came  fo  divided  they  had  no  connexion* 
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Ger.  What  fort  of  Adtions  did  you  then  perceive  ? 

Serv*  My  Lord,  I  favv  Antonio  much  difturb’d  ; 

Sometimes  he’d  rife  and  walk  a  turn  or  two 
With  eager  pace,  then  flop  as  fuddenly, 

Then  ftamp  and  tear  his  hair;  then  loudly  cry. 

She’s  dead,  (lie’s  dead !  Oh,  C<elia ,  Oh,  Antonio ! 

Then  lye  him  down  again,  and  reft  a  fpace : 

Sometimes  call  Jafper  to  him,  talk  a  while, 

And  foon  again  rife  in  another  Paflion ; 

Seldom  1  heard  a  word,  except  a  Curfe ! 

Or  now  and  then  a  Name ;  as  Lewis ,  C<elia, 

Pedro ,  Francifco ,  Flora ;  nay,  my  Lord, 

Sometimcsl  heard  your  Name,  and  then  Engenias$ 

Then  fuddenly  holding  his  hands  to  Heav'n, 

He’d  down  again,  and  there  a  while  would  role. 

Ger .  Thefe  AdHons  furedid  feem  a  perfect  madnefs. 

Serv.  It  feem’d  indeed  a  madnefs  methodiz’d. 

Like  theirs  who  are  Tranfporced  far  with  Paflion. 

Ger.  But  how  perceiv’d  you  Jafper  bear  himfelf  > 

Serv.  Quite  in  another  manner,  butasftrange  ! 

For  when  his  Lord  look'd  down,his  looks  would  be 
As  full  of  mirth,  ready  to  burft  in  Laughter  ; 

That  I  perceiv’d  he  fcarce  contain’d  himfelf : 

But  if  his  Lord  did  look  about  to  fpeak, 

Then  was  his  Face  demure,  with  hand  on  Breaft, 

Turning  his  Eyes  to  Beav’n,  and  gro  aning  fighs. 

As  you  have  feen,  my  Lord,  a  Canting  Preacher 
Aiming  to  cheat  his  Audience,  wanting  matter, 

Sigh  to  feem  Holy,  till  he  thought  on  fomething* 

So  at  that  diftance  feem’d  his  Adlions  to  me ; 

But  when  his  back  was  turn’d,  theRafcal  would 
Make  Mouths,  and  point  with  figns  of  greateft  fcorm 
Ger.  There  is  fome  Fatal  Villany  in  this  5 
Some  Myftery  beyond  my  Fathoming : 

But  how  long  ftaid  they  thus  ? 

S erv:  About  two  hours,  when  mounting  both  their  Horfes, 

I  took  mine, and  un-efpy’d  did  dogg  e’m  to  the  City, 

F  2  And 
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And  where  they  Hous’d  I  know  not  ;for  they  enter’d 
Remote  from  Home*  and  I  i’th’  ftreetsfoon  loll  e’rn. 

Ger.  Do  both  your  Feliows  know  this  ? 

Serv.  No,  my  Lord, 

I  did  not  think  it  would  become  my  Duty 
To  tell  them  any  thing  but  what  they  faw. 

Ger.  I  never  knew  thee  yet  miftake  thy  truft  5 
Thy  fecrecy  was  well :  Preferveit  ftill, 

For  I  mud  ufe  it  further,  therefore  go, 

And  Charge  your  Piftols,  we  muft  walk  a  Round 
About  Antonio's  Houfe  to  watch  their  motion  5 
For  there  the  Scene  muft  lye  of  this  defign  s 
If  there  be  mifehief  in’t,  thy  courage  now 
(  If  theirs  occafion  )  muft  again  be  cry’d* 

And  well  Rewarded  too. 

Serv*  ’Tis  fo,  my  Lord, 

Above  all  other  wayes  in  that  you  truft  it. 

'  But  Tie  be  gone,  and  Execute  your  Orders.  [  Exiti 

Ger.  A  Faithful  Servant  is  the  beft  of  Friends, 

Since  he  is  neareft  al  wayes  to  affift  us  $ 

But  ftay,  I  cannot  guefs  from  all  Fve  heard. 

The  caufe  that  fhould  difturb  Antonio  5 
Except  ’tis  Jealoufie  :  Yet  how  can  that  be  ? 

If  C<elias  vitious  there’s  no  vertuous  Women. 

But  now  1  think  how  much  he  rail’d  at  Marriage, 

And  more  our  Arguments  concerning  doubt, 

Thefe  things  perfwade  he’s  Jealous !  But  of  whom  ? 

The  more  i  think,  the  more  I  am  confounded  ! 

How  Clouded  Man 

Doubts  firft,  and  from  one  doubt  doth  foon  proceed 
A  thoufand  more  in  folvingof  the  firft  5 
Like  Nighted  Travellers  we  lofe  our  way  $ 

Then  every  Ignis  Fatuus  makes  us  ftray. 

By  the  falfe  Lights  of  Reafon  led  about, 

Till  we  arrive  where  we  at  firft  fet  out  : 

cc  Nor  fhall  we  e’re  Truths  perfeft  High- way  fee., 

<c  Till  dawns  the  Day-break  of  Eternity.  {  Exit l 

Enter:, 
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Enter  Eugenia. 

Eug .  I  am  amaz’d  the  Nurfe  fhould  ftay  fo  long  * 

My  Anger  makes  each  minute  feem  an  hour : 

That  Woman  is  a  thing  made  up  of  mifchief* 

Some  Fatal  Devil  lure  did  guide  the  Choyce 
My  Mother  made,  in  choofing  her  our  Nurfe. 

She’s  Fool  to  th’  height :  And  yet  hath  wit  enough 
To  tread  all  Labyrinths  of  Treachery  5 
But  that’s  no  wonder :  For  who’s  Treacherous 
That  wants  not  Eyes  to  fee  it’s  ugly  Form  ? 

For  now  I  fear,  and  1  believe  not  vainly, 

That  Villain,  Jafper,  knows  all  my  concerns, 

Or  what  could  prompt  him  to  that  Impudence* 

He  did  exprefs  in  his  addrefs  to  day. 

Enter  Nurfe ♦ 

Thou  fatal  Hagg,  thou  Mother  of  all  mifehief. 

What  Devil  taught  thy  perjur’d  Tongue  the  way 
To  tell  the  fhame  which  thou  didft  firlt  cccafion  ? 

Nurfe.  Pray  what  ayls  you,  Madam,  are  you  mad  ? 

Eug .  I  with  I  was,  as  I  have  caufe  enough. 

For  then  I  fhould  not  know  the  fhame  attends  me, 

In  being  Table-talk  for  every  Rafcal, 

As  thou  (Hell  thank  thee  for  it)  now  haft  made  me. 

Nurfe.l  made  you  Table-talk!  There’s  no  fuch  things 
I’ve  been  too  faithful  to  you,  that  I  have ; 

Lofing  my  fleep  full  oft  to  watch  your  pleafure. 

And  is  this  all  I  get  ?  It  is  no  matter,  I 
Shall  be  even  with  you* 

Eug .  Threaten  on  (for  thou  haft  Adled  all  thy  threats,  Imp  ) 
In  letting  J afper  know  my  (Lame  and  folly. 

Nurfe .  JajWknows  nothing,that  he  does  not:from  me. 

And  T  will  ask  him ;  ’fore  your  face,  I  will. 

If  I  e’re  faid  Erancifco  hy  with  you. 

E^*’Tis  plain, thy  guilt  tranfported  thee  to  madnefs, 

Elfe  thou  wouldft  never  make  thy  Tongue  a  Herauld 
So  loyd,  for  to  proclaim  to  all  the  Houfe 
The  A&ion  you’d  perfwade  me  (till  is  fecret. 
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Nurfe .  If  you  talk  lovvd  your  fcl f,  why  may  not  I? 

But  Tie  bring  Jafper  to  you  fhall  deny  all. 

Eug.  Wnat  mifchief  upon  mifchiet  the  defigns  l 
Doft  think,likc  thine, my  Modelly  is  gone  ? 
ri  o  have  this  argu’d  out  before  my  face 
'And  fuch  a  Viliaine  y  ?  — — 

Nurfe .  A  Villain,  fay  you  ? 

No  Villain  neither,  I  wou’d  have  you  know  5 
No  more  then  is  Francifco  :  pick  that  bone, 

Or  if  you  will,  Tie  bid  Gerardo  do  it. 

Dee7  chink  to  rail  at  me  ?  Is  that  my  thanks  ? 

Eug.  My  feares  I  fee  will  force  me  to  disenable  5 
Nurfe,  I  but  try’d  thy  patience ;  I  believe 
Thou  would’ ft  not  tel!  that  fecret  for  the  world , 

No,  tho’  it  were  to  Jafper. 

Nurfe.  Jafper  s  an  honeft  fellow,  and  no  Villain ; 

And  did  he  know  a  fecret,  he  could  keep  it. 

Eug.  But  have  you  told  it  then  ? 

Nurf .  No  matter  what  I’ve  done, I  will  not  tell  you, 

Becaufc  you  vext  and  rated  at  me  fo. 

Eug*  Well,  Nurfe,  I  did  believe  you  lov’d  me  better.  [  weeps. 
And  wou’d  truft  me  with  any  thing  you  did. 

But  I  perceive  your  kindnefs  all  for  Jafper. 

Nurfe .  I  love  Jafper  well,  and  love  you  too. 

And  you  fhall  have  no  wrong  I  warrant  you. 

Eug.  The  thing  is  plain,  1  need  nor  ask  no  further. 

But  where’s  the  remedy?  Nurfe,  prethee  tell  me. 

What  did  Erancifco  fay  unto  my  meilage  ? 

Nurfe.  I,  there’s  a  bus’nefs  now  worth  asking  for. 

He  fayes,  he’s  glad  you:l  condefcend  to  meet  $ 

Nay,  he’s  a  glad  man,  I’le  tell  you  that,i’faith ; 

He  bid  me  fay,  you  were  a  gallant  Girle, 

So  to  Revenge  his  quarrel  on  Gerardo. 

Eug .  Gerardo ,  faid  you!  O  thy  mouth’s  a  Sieve  ! 

There’s  not  a  fecret  thou  caaft  keep  a  moment , 

Did  I  not  charge  thee  not  to  name  Gerardo 3 
Till  I  fhould  fpeakof  it  my  felfto  him  l 

Nay, 
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Nay,  ’tis  the  greateft  motive  makes  me  meet  him, 

For  to  prevent  the  mifchiefs  elfe  may  follow  ; 

Well,  1  am  curlt  for  fin,  and  thou  art  made 
The  caufe  o’th’  fin,  and  cutfe  that  does  attend  it. 

Nur.  What, are  you  got  to  railing  again  for  nothing? 

Pray  who  has  molt:  dilcretion  to  tell  a  bus’nefs, 

YoUjOr  IpBut  you,forfooth,are  grown  fo  proud  of  late 
Becaufe  you  hope  to  Marry  Don  Gerardo ; 

That  there’s  no  fpeaking  to  you  :  Marry  gip. 

’Faith  I  (hall  fpoil  your  Market.  "  _  [  Exit. 

Eug.  Do  thy  word  ( for  1  am  refolv’d  to  buffer  once  (or  all ) 

Death  would  be  better  then  this  Slavery, 

And  that’s  the  worlt  can  happen 

Should  fhe  tell  my  Brother,  or  Gerardo ,  my  whole  ftory; 

That’s  dying  once,  but  I  by  fear  thus  fool’d. 

Do  hourly  dye,  fince  ftill  1  Death  behold.  [  Exit. 

Enter  Jafper  and  Antonio. 

Jafp.  My  Lord,  I’m  confident  this  is  the  Houfe, 

Wherein  the  Woman  Lives  I  told  you  of. 

slnt o.  Knock  then ;  and  if  fhe  comes,  do  you  fpeak  to  her, 
l’le  ftand  aloof  a  while,  and  hear  you  talk.  [  Jafper  knocks. 

Enter  witch  with  a  block  Rod,  which  fhe  turns  over  her  Head,  whilfl 
Jafper  makes  a  private  ft  go  of  his  Lord’s  being  there . 

Jafp.  Hail,  Reverend  Mother ;  I  fuppofe  you  are 
That  famous  Artift  who  Commands  this  Houfe, 

Which  if  you  be,  with  confidence  I  beg, 

You  would  refolve  fome  Quftions  I  fhould  ask; 

Which  if  you  pleafe  to  do,  my  gratitude 
Shall  be  proportion’d  to  the  kindnefs  done. 

witch.  What  prating  Fellow’s  here?  Your  Lord  Antonio 
Need  not  to  doubt  my  Art,  or  if  he  did, 

He  might  have  font  fome  wifcr  Man  to  try  me. 

Come,  come,  my  Lord, 

I  am  no  Cheating  Chymift,  that  requires 
A  Faith  in  Fools  to  make  his  work  fuccefsful. 

No,  no,  my  Power  is  boundlefs,  I  can  fearch 
Thefecrets  of  your  Soul,  and  when  JVe  done,'  ,  ’ 


Solve 
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Solve  all  the  doubts  that  there  poilefs  your  mind  5 


That  Women  lliould  be  W7omen,  is  no  wonder, 
slnto.  But  that  Women  fhould  turn  Devils,  is. 
witch.  No,  no,  my  Lord,  I  am  no  Devil  neither. 
sintb.  Mother !  I  meant  not  you,  when  I  Laid  fo. 
witch.  Son,  Son,  excufe  it  not,  you  have  no  caufe 
To  love  us  Women  much,  and  I  mnot  angry 
At  what  you  Laid,  though  I  know  what  you  meant. 

-^^.Then, Mother, by  thefe  Powers  you  pra&ice  by, 
I  do  Conjure  you^fheWmeall  the  truth 
Of  what  you  know  concerns  my  coming  hither. 

witch .  Come, enter  in,my  Lord,  and  nothing  fear  5 
There's  not  a  doubt  of  yours  but  (Ball  be  clear. 

I’ve  fent  a  Spirit  out,  who  will  e’re  long, 

Bring  all  the  Names  of  thofe  have  done  you  wrong. 


[  Ex.  and  returriL) 

Enter  Antonio,  Jafper,  and  witch ,  as  in  the  Houfe  j  in  the  Scenes 


a  Chair ,  6  y  which  Jafper  ftands ,  ard  Witch  goes  round. 
Witch.  Sit  in  this  Chair,  my  Lord,  whilft  1  do  draw 
A  Sacred  Line,  which  fhall  the  Spirits  aw. 

About,  about,  I  tread  a  Round, 


Where  I  tread  is  Sacred  Ground. 

Thus  and  thus  the  Air  I  charm. 

To  keep  my  Circle  free  from  harm  $ 

Thus  I  fprinkle  Water  pure, 

And  by  it  all  the  Charm  fecure$ 

The  Spirits  that  fiery  are  dare  not  come  near  us. 
Earth,  Air,  and  Water  do  make  e’m  to  fear  us. 

Then  boldly  fit,  boldly  fee,  boldly  defpife 
What  Spirits  foever  do  happen  to  rife. 

witch  fings. 

Rife ,  arife,  arife ,  rife  and  come  away^ 

My  little  pretty  Spirit  Puncula  .* 

What,  not  appear  at  thy  MifirefJeS  call , 

Vie  furely  torment  thee $  thou  jhalt  not  fuck  at  all. 


strife  then0  l  fay 


[[  Spirit  within pngs* 
Spir t  I 
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Spir.  ’/  come ,  /  come  aw  ay  , 

Tfo  /V  fcdraf,  dtfrf  forces  me  aflray. 
witch  Let’s  wait  a  little,  he’l  appear,  my  Lord. 

Anto.  Fear  feizes  me  fo  faft,  that  all  my  Spirits 
Retire,  and  leave  an  Ague  in  my  Joynts. . 

Enter  a  Spirit . 

witch.  Come,  have  you  done 
What  I  gave  you  in  charge, 

If  you  have,  i  command  you  to  tell  it  at  large. 

.Spirit  lings#  *  you  bid>  I  did  go  to  the  Caverns  Mow 
Where  the  Spirit s  Inhabit  that  Govern  the  wind • 

And  though  in  their  motions  they  bfi 
And  fee 

Far ,  far  quicker  than  we3 

Tet  no  Intelligence  there  l  could  find . 

From  t hence y like  Lightnings  I  fhot  to  the  Pole? 
where  at  a  hole 

I  glided  to  the  Region  of  the  Air : 

But  the  Spirits  above 
Do  Mankind  fo  lovey 

That  they  drove  me  from  them  with  defpair. 

From  thence ,  in  a  moment ,  to  ./Etna  I  came , 
where  the  Spirits  of  fire  that  Inhabit  that  flame : 

Told  me ,  all  that  I  fought  for  they  knew  $ 

Though  to  Spirits  of  Earth , 

As  I  am  by  Birth  • 

They  d  not  tell  it  •  yet  hither  they  flew. 

And  hereabouts  they  flay ,  till  you  pray0 

And  attone  them  with  Offerings  to  tell  your  defire  $ 

For  thefe  from  of  Old 
Have  been  Lovers  of  Gold , 

The  Mettles  being  Govern’d  by  Spirits  of  fire.  [  Exiu 

witch.  It’s  nece(rary,Son,you  throw  them  fomething, 

For  o’re  thefe  Spirits  I  have  no  Command. 

Anto.  Oh,  any  thing ;  take  this  and  throw  it  them  5 
"But  do  reJc  ifemeof  the  fear  I’m  in. 

And  quickly  folve  my  doubts,  take  all  I  have. 

G  witch*  There 
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witch.  There  is  Gold,  there  is  Gold  to  you  Spirits  of  fire  j 
h  e  does  willingly  offer  what  you  do  defire. 

Enter  firfi  Spirit,  fecond  Spirit  Afcends.  After  fome  flajheS  of  fife 

.  tb'fafr 

1 .  Spir. } vhat  Spuh  did  Lewis  attend  l 

2.  Spir.  It  was  /. 

I  ■  Spir.  Declare  to  that  Lord  what  you  know ♦ 

2*  Spir.  I  need  not 5  the  caufe  he  did  dye 
Was  that  truth  to  him  known  Ion ^  ago . 

Chor .  He's  dead y  he's  deady  he's  deady  and  now- 
Tor  hot  defires , 

In  endlefs  fires 

Muft  Livey  muft  now  for  ever  Live  with  us  below* 

C  hor.  He's  dead 5  he's  dead 3  Si c. 

Anto.  Horrid  and  wonderful*. 

I*  Spir.  who  all  Cilia’s  Crimes  docs  know  > 

2.  Spir.  It  is  I,  but  muft  not  fhew 
All  her  Uly 

Tor  I  will  [  Third  Spirit  Afcends. 

Tit  her  better  e'rejhe  go 
To  her  Tar  amour  below ¥ 

3 .  Spiri  But  I  that  Francifco  attendy 

Can  declarey 

That  he  as  a  Friend 

To  Don  Lewis  doth  fhare 

I'th'  ftolen  Embraces  of  Cadia’s  fweet  ArmS$ 

They  kifs  and  lye  downy 
Then  Lewis  hemoany 

T  bus  with  thoughts  of  Revenge  they  double  Loves  Charms d 
Chor.  They  kifs  and  lye y  Sic.  ' 


K 
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Anto.  Thus  I  have  warm’d  a  Viper  in  my  bofom* 
That  wanted  only  heat  enough  to  (ting  me* 

And  give  me  Death  it  felf. 

i .  Spir.  After  him  can  Pedro  (lay  til't  be  day ; 
Thus  they  [port  the  Night  awajy 
Flora  watching  whilft  they  do 


Laugh  atyouy 

Sayingy  where's  the  Cuckold  now  > 


I.  Spir.  They 
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i.Spir.  Ike)  [port. 

.  3.  Spir.  They  laugh. 

3«Spir,  They  kijs  and  play , 

"ill your  return ,  doth  wake  em  mourn3 
And  fpoils  their  Holy-day. 

Chor.  Thus  they  will  do  untill  they  dye3 
when  we  in  Hell,  fljall  think  it  well 
To  have  their  phaf ant  Company,  [  They  Defcend. 

Aito.  And  that  fhall  be  this  Night  $  make  ready  then 
Fires  that  may  fit  fo  brave  a  pack  of  Letchers  * 

If  you  delight  in  Offerings  3  and  for  Gold 
Can  but  increafe  their  Torments,  I  will  fell 
All  my  Eftate  to  turn  it  into  that. 

Daily  to  add  more  fewel  to  their  flames.' 

Let  Fools  that  fpend  their  Wealth  on  Priefts  for  Prayers3 
Be  Cheated  ftill,  ITe  take  a  furer  way. 

Torments  for  Souls  are  penny-worths  Tie  buy, 

And  there  is  Reafon  in  it  5  for  ’tis  likely 
Hell  may  take  Bribes,  when  furely  Heav’n  won’t. 

Oh  Excellent  projeft  !  Is’t  rot  a  good  one,  J afper  l 
By  Pell  it  felf,  this  Night  Hell  hath  e’m  all. 

witch.  Your  Lordihip’s  much  diflurb’d,  I  by  my  Arc 
Will  caufe  the  Air  to  give  a  Melody, 

So  to  compofe  your  Spirits  to  themfclves. 

fSbe  waves  her  flick.  Mufick  and  an  Antick  Dance  of  Devils 
\janding  the  Purfe  (  Antonio  threw  )  to  one  another ,  towards 
<fthe'Clofe  of  which  a  noife  without  makes  both  Mufick  and 

)  Dance  (lop :  But  beginning  again  3a  noife  within  makes  e  m  fly  e. 

C  T he  Witch  trembles . 

within.  Break  op’e  the  dews,  nay,  fure  enough  they’re  here. 

Anto.  By  Heav’n  fomc  Cheat, for  theft  can  he  no  Devils* 

Tie  follow  e’m,  and  fee— —  .*  V  [Draws  his  Sword. 

Jafp.  It  is  fome  trick  to  draw  you  from  the  Circle.  [Jafp .holds  him. 

Anto .  Be  what  it  will.  Death  cannot  make  meworfe  5 
Unhand  me  then,  or  I  will  fheaf  h  this  in  you.  [  Exit. 

witch .  O,  we’re  undorte,  the  Officers  will  enter,  •  .[Noife  continues. 
And  my  Lord  will  fee  the  holes  they  creep  into, 

G  a  And 
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And  fo  difcover  them,  then  we  (hall  all  be  hang’d. ... 

I’le  tell  my  Lord  the  truth  of  all  the  Chear, 

And  that  way  fave  my  Life. 

Jafp.  What’s  that  ?  No  ftratagem  to  help  it  ? 

Have  you  no  holenearus,  Aunt  > 

witch.  Yes,  here  is  one,  but  fhould  we  go  into’t, 

The  other  taken  once,  will  foon  betray  us. 

Jafp.  Tie  hazzard  that,  rather  then  certain  Death. 

And  therefore  to  fave  one,  Lie  hide  you  there.  [  Kills  her* 

witch.  O  thou  ungrateful  Dog,  doftkill  me  for  my  Love  > 

Jafp.  No  muttering.  Aunt, dye  quietly, and  lye  as  (  Runs  her  through 
Quietly  $  ’tis  the  greateft  kindnefs  you  can  \often>  then  throws 

Do  me :  So,  now  a  ready  lye  clears  all  I  hope.  Jher  into  the  holey 

Enter  Antonio.  \(he  fhurid  him  f 

Aito.  The  Officers  entring, they  all  vanifh’d.  /then  lyes  down  and 
Jafp*  Thelaftis  well.  '-trembles. 

A nto.  Where’s  the  Witch  ?  Wjiat  makes  you  tremble  fo  ? 

Jafp.  O3  do  not  take  me  too, good  Devil,  do  not. 

Anto.  V\  hat  ay  Is  the  Fellow  ?  Jafper ,  don’t  yoaknow  me  ? 

Jafp.  Alas,  is’t  you,  my  Lord  ? 

Pinto.  Ay,  where’s  the  W7itch  ? 

Jafp.  She  got  upon  a  fiery  Dragons  back. 

And  mounted  like  a  Rocket  through  the  Air, 

Leaving  me  half  diftra£led* 

A  nto.  ’Tis  ftrange  and  wonderful.  [  Enter  Captain  and  tVateb. 
1 .  Wi atch.  I  lere’s  two  of  them. 

Capt.  My  Lord  Antonio !  ’Tis  ftrange  to  meet  you  thus 
In  a  fufpitious  Houfe  fo  late  in  the  Evening. 

A  nto.  Riding  by  the  River  fide  to  take  the  Air, 

My  Horfe  threw  me,  which  made  me  fee 
Forfome  convenient  Houfe  to  reft  a  while. 

And  met  with  this, wherein  I  have  flept  this  hour. 

And  I  believe  had  done  fo  longer  yet, 

Had  not  your  noife  awak’d  me. . 

Capt.  My  Lord,  I’ve  no  Commiffion  to  enquire 
IntoPerfons  bus’nefsof  your  eminent  Rank  5 
It  is  for  other  Men  that  I  fearch  now. 

Some 
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Some  half  a  (core  the  moft  notorious  Rogues 
About  the  Town  were  feen  to  enter  here". 

Saw  you  none  fuch,  my  Lord  ? 

A nto.  Mo, on  my  Honour; 

For  fince  I  enter’d  here,  no  human  fhape 
Was  feen  by  me,  but  one  Old  wither’d  Woman  ; 

And  where  fhe’s  gone,  1  know  not. 

Capt.  My  Lord,  that  Woman  is  the  greateft  Cheat 
About  the  Town ;  the  Ample  think  her  a  Witch ; 

But  I  can  witnefs  for  her  fhe  is  none ; 

My  Lord,  you’l  pirdon  me,  if  I  fearch  for  her. 

Auto.  With  all  my  heart :  Pray  find  her  if  you  can ; 

’Twas  my  misfortune  doubled  to  light  here. 

Capt .  It  might  have  prov’d  fo : 

Search  the  Houfe.  [  Exit  VV atib. 

I’le  tell  your  Lordfhip  what  I  know  of  her. 

Walking  my  Round  one  Night,  who  fhould  I  meet,  . 

But  (  as  I  thought )  two  Devils,  by  their  fhapes ; 

An  Old  one,  and  a  Young  one,  fo  they  feem’d; 

At  firft  the  fight  amaz’d  me,  but  at  lalt 
My  Reafon  telling  me,  if  they  were  Spirits, 

The  mifchief  they  intended  they  might  do, 

Though  I  fhould  run  away :  I  bid  my  Guard 
Stand,  whilft  my  felf  advanc’d  near  thefe  fhapes. 

Which  as  I  did,  the  little  Devil  fled,  th’  other  feem’d 
To  turn  it’s  Eyes  to  fire,  and  glare  upon  me ; 
mill  advanc’d,  Arm’d  with  my  former  thoughts,  . 

And  as  I  nearer  came,  the  fire  grew  duller. 

Yet  Hill  it  flood,  for  truly  it  could  not  run. 

Proving,  when  I  laid  hold  on’t,  this  Old  Woman;  . 

Cas’d  in  a  Leopard’s  skin  ;  the  fiery  Eyes  » 

Prov’d  but  two  Lobfter-fliells :  So  fheconfelTing,  . 

That  for  a  Living  fhe  did  ufe  thefe  Cheats, 

Helping  poor  People  co  their  Aden  Goods, 

In  Devils  fhapes  to  countenance  the  Trade. 

And  that  the  other  was  a  little  Boy, . 

Train’d  up  as  her  Familiar,  whom  fhe  producing,  ,  > 
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I  only  threaten’d  them,  and  let  them  go. 

j$nto.  A  fubtle  Cheat  it  was,  and  very  likely, 

And  you  deferv’d  Reward  that  did  detedit. 

Jafp.  A  Halter  it  ihould  be,  were  1  to  give  it.  [  4fide. 

Eater  the  Watch  with  one  of  the  Devils  Remarkable  Habits ,  and 

a  Viol. 

i ,  Watch*  We’ve  fearch’d  fufficiently,  but  all  we  find 
Is  a  poor  Devils  skin,  and  a  bale  Viol. 

Capt.  I,  this  is  like  the  other.  I’m  glad ’t  was  found, 

5  Twill  prove  the  ftory  true  I  told  your  Lordfhip. 

<dntoi.  It  does,  to  my  amazement. 

Capt .  I’m  glad  it  was  my  hap  to  meet  you  here, 

Ycur  Lordfhip  might  have  got  fome  mifehief  elfe. 

^nto.  I  might  indeed,  and  I’m  beholding  to  you  : 

And,  Captain,  take  my  word,  Pie  fpeak  your  worth 
To  the  Vice-Roy,  who  is  my  Khlfman, 

And  will  take  carefor  toiadvatfee  your  merit. 

Capt*  In  thatyou’i  bind  my  Service:  Yet,  my  Lord, 

Shall  I  not  wait  your  Lordfhip;to  your  Houfe  ? 

■dnto.  No,  ’twill  be  wonder'd  st^befides,  I’ve  Horfes  here* 

Capt .  Then  Health  antfa  gpoTNigh^attend^your  Lordfhip?  ' 
Anto.  I  thank  you,  Captain^  here.  Watch,  there's  fonhe- 
Thing  for  you.  I  .  ‘  .  i  ^  ; 

i .  watch .  Blefs  your  Noble  Lordfhip.'  [  Ex.  Capt .  and  P1fat%h* 
*  -dnto.  Jafperl  Did  you  hear  this? 

-  ■  Jafp .  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  and  wonder  at  it  too  •  7 

But  I  do  ftill  believe  fhfc  is'a  Witch, .and  only 
Did  pretend  fuch  things  to  the  Captain, 

To  fave  a  Burning  from  th’  Inquifition* 

4%to.  Fetch  our  Horfcs. 

1  do  obferve  this  Rogue  cr  :  >;  - 

.Strangely  to  be  amaz’d,  what  er’es  the  master  $ 

I  do  believe  that  this  was  all  feme  Cheat. '  kiu  i  £/  - 
Yet  how  could  that  be  too,whoe-£uld  Na nfe  : * 

But  I  am  mad  to  be  deluded  thus ! 

For  now  I  think on’t  better;  in  my'PasIfehf *•  i;;  :i  7'  - 

I  hinted  Lewis  as  a  pfoof ferall^ 


•rice 
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And  then  this  Rogue  flood  by - Ay,  there  it  is  — 

He’s  a  Confederate,  and  contriv’d  aJJ  this. 

To  be  Reveng’d,  but  l’Je  diifemble  yet. 

And  trace  his  mifchiefs  further,  then  Fie  kill  him, 
And  flop  his  mouth  from  publishing  my  folly ; 

Had  not  this  Accident  fo  ftrangely  happen’d, 

What  mifchief  had  I  done  before  the  Morning  : 

Fie  put  him  to  his  Tryal  in  the  Garden, 

Which  if  he  fail  in,  there  (hall  end  his  Life, 

And  he’l  defcrve  it  too,  when  mifchiefs  tend 
Tofuch  a  height,  they  muft  in  mifchief  end. 

He  that  contriv’d  fo  many  to  deftroy, 

Will  fcarce  be  punifh'd  if  he  barely  dye. 

Therefore  his  Villany  Shall  further  fwell, 

When’ts  at  the  height  1’le  Lanch  his  Soul  to  hell. 

Enter  Francifco  and  Sebaftian. 
Sebaft.  Couzen,  believe  me,  I  am  loath  to  go. 

And  I  could  likewife  wifh  that  you  were  fo. 

Oft  have  I  fear’d  the  danger  when  I  went. 

Yet  dreaded  more  the  fin  then  punifhmcnt. 

Fpr  I  confider’d,  fhould  I  then  be  flain, 

That  Death  would  but  begin  an  endlefs  pain  5 
Then  pardon  me,  though  I  could  well  obey  .  , 

All  Friendfhips  Laws,  I  dare  not  do’ t  this  wav. 

Fran.  Sure  Couzen,  you  are  fick,  or  lately  have 
Had  melancholy  thoughts  about  a  Grave : 

1  s  this  Sebaftian^  he,  whofe  ready  hand 

Was  quick  to  A£t  all  Friendthip  did  Command  ? 

He,  who  no  fooner  heard  Francifco  fay*  ;  n ' 

A  Danger’s  there,  but  made  that  firait  his  way, 

And  now  he’s  turn’d  my  Ghoftly  Father  fure.  $ 

Sebaft .  I  would,  fo  I  might  make  a  Ghoftly  Cure* 
Francifco ,  thou  art  fick,  and  fo  am  l  $ 

Sick  at  our  Souls,  and  fhou’d  we  ohance  to  dye 
E’re  our  Difeafe  was  Cur’d,  ’tis  temto  one. 

We  (hould  in  an  Eternal  Feaver  groans 
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Fran.  Com6,  prethee  fay  no  more,  ’t is  ominous, 
I  wonder  much  what ’t is  fhou’d  make  thee  thus. 
Come,  you  muft  go  this  Night :  Tie  tell  you  why. 
Twill  be  the  1  aft,  for  fhe’s  to  Marry, 

To  Marry  Don  Gerardo !  O  \is  rare, 

I  am  Reveng’d  to  th’  purpofe. 

Sebajl.  Sure  you  are 

Turn’d  Coward,  or  you  ne’re  wou’dgiory  in 
Revenge  fo  bafe,  this  doubles  all  your  fin. 

Gerardo's  brave,  and  fure  all  Honour  bleeds. 

When  fuch  are  Wounded  by  Ignoble  deeds. 

It  is  the  Curfe  of  Man,  that  he  muft  be 
Subject  to  fhame  by  Womens  Levity ; 

Rut  hold,  I  wrong  Eugenia ,  if  I  blame 
Her,  and  not  you  alone,  for  all  her  fhame. 

You  Rob’d  her  of  her  Chaftity  by  force. 

Though  fear  of  fhame  ftill  kept  her  from  Retnorfe. 

Fran.  Pifh!  Force!  That  was  her  policy  to  you, 
She  did  no  more  then  what  all  Women  do, 

Seem  to  refift  what  they  do  moft  defire, 

To  raife  the  flame,  yet  feem  to  cool  the  fire  $ 
Believe  this  Truth,  Sebaftian ,  Women  can 
Refift  it,  and  perform  it  more  then  Man. 

Sebaft.  Thus  like  the  Devils  we  at  firft  betray 
Their  Innocence,  then  blame  on  them  we  lay  5 
As  if  their  guilt  cou’d  have  another  caufe 
Then  that  which  it  from  our  Temptation  draws,: 

Fran .  Let  it  be  fo,  l’le  not  difpute  it  now 
It  grows  too  near  the  time  that  I  (hould  go. 

And  though  my  A&ions  do  fo  much  offend, 

I  will  not  doubt  to  find  another  Friend. 

Sebafl .  Doyoufo  little  prize  Eugenia's  Fame, 
That  you  can  fuffer  more  to  know  her  fhame  ? 

Fran.  Sebaftian ,  you  miftake,  I  do  not  go 
This  Night  on  the  fame  terms  I  us’d  to  do. 

No,  ’tis  to  take  my  leave,  for  fhe  does  vow 
In  fpight  of  fear  fhe  is  turn’d  vertuous  now. 
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Selaft.  Nay,  then  1’le  go  my  felf, happen  what  will. 

For  it  is  only  dang’rous  to  do  ill ; 

My  Company  her  Vertue  may  protect, 

And  l  fhould  fin,  if  that  I  did  neglect. 

Fran.  That  fhall  not  need,  for  I’m  refolv’d  cofpeak 
Nothing  that  may  her  Refolution  break. 

Selaft.  Go  boldly  then,  for  in  a  caufe  fo  good 
He’s  more  then  Coward  fears  to  (lied  his  Blood  5 
And  though  I  think  Antonio  would  be  glad  •  • 

That  he  our  Lives  at  fuch  advantage  had ;  > 

Yet  Lthis  Night  durft  boldly  meet  him  there,  ■ 

Since  in  my  Bread  fuch  Innocence  I  wear  j 
By  this  fecurity  I  plainly  feel 

’Tis  guilt  that  wounds  us  deeper  far  then  fteel.  [  Exeunt. 

Enter  Cadia  and  Eugenia. 

Cal.  Blame  not  my  Husband,  Sifter,  ’twa$  my  fault, 

I  ftrove  ’gainft  Reafon  to  oppofe  his  Will. 

Had  I  forborn  my  importunity, 

’Tisten  to  one  he  had  not  been  fo  wilful^ 

•  Husband’s  prerogatives  are  abfolute, 

Their  wills  we  muft  obey,  and  nor  difpute. 

Eug.  I  beg  his  Pardon,  if  I  think  amifs. 

But  1  believe  there’s  fome  defign  in-this ; 

His  Eyes  fhew’d  more  of  Anger  then  could  be 
A  bare  concern  for!s  Friend’s  Infirmity. 

Cal.  I  will  no  cenfure  on  his  A&ions  lay, 

My  Duty  is  for  their  fuccefs  to  pray. 

Enter  Don  Gerardo.’ 

Ger.  Your  Servant,  Ladies,  where  is  Don  Anttnio  ? 

C<e/.Why,at  Don  Johns, my  Lord, do  not  you  know  it? 

Ger.  Then  he  is  not  come  back,  as  I  had  thought. 

Cal.  My  Lord,  why  thought  you  fo  ? 

Ger.  Madam,  I  did  not  know  but  that  he  might. 

Since  ’tis  not  five  hours  bus’nefs  to  Ride  thither, 

And  to  return  again ;  but,  Madam,  pray 
How  came  the  Lord  Francifco  to  be  here  ? 

I  think  he  does  not  ufe  it. 

H  Eug,  Francifco  l 


■ 


[To  Eugenia, 
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Eng.  Franc: fid  l  O  myfeaM ! 

C<e/,  No  fure, my  Lord, he  ne’re  came  within  theft  doors' 

Since  my  good  Father  dy’d. 

Ger.  Sure  I’m  miftaken,  Madam,  if  I  did  not 
Meet  him  juft  now  as  he  came  forth  this  Room  •• 

And  more,  he  fhak’d  his  head  in  Anger  at  me. 

Cxi.  I’m  fure,  my  Lord,  you’re  miftaken:  much. 

For  you’re  the  firft  that  enter’d  here  but  us. 

Ger.  It  may  be  I’m  miftaken.' 

Cxi.  Yes,  fure,  my  Lord,  you  are. 

Ger.  Madam,  if  your  Commands'. 

Extend  to  any  thing  within  my  pow’r,  pray  name  it 
I  fhalJ  be  proud  to  ferve  you ;  elfe  I’m  gone,  '  /  ‘ 

For  I  have  certain  bus’nefs  does  require  it,  - 
Eng.  The  greateft  Service  you'can  do  to  me. 

Is  to  be  careful  of  your  felf,  my  Lord.  *• 
tJer.Thiskindnefs  doth  oblige  me,pardonmy  hafte, 

Good  Night,  and  Reft  unto  your  Ladyfhrps. 

Cxi.  Good  Night,  my  Lord ; 

Flora  is  fo  polTeft  her  Dream  is  true. 

She  dare  not  venture  in  that  Room  again. . 

Eng.  She  is  not  fuch  a  Fool,  fure. 

Cxi.  Well,  Sifter,  I  am  not  well*  and  will  to  Bed  j 
The  Nurfe  will  wait  on  you,  I’lefend  her  to  you. 

Come,  Flora,  go  with  me.  [  Ex.  Cxi.  and  Flora.- 

Eng.  Madam,  good  Reft  unto  you. 

This  I  can  wifh  to  her,  whilft  I  muft  want  it : 

Gerardo  fure  has  fome  Intelligence 
Of  Don  Fraud fco's  coming  to  me  }  J  C"'  • 

Or  elfe  why  N  am’d  he  him,  for  well  he  knows 
He  never  us’d  to  make  a  Vifit  here : 

Well,  if  he  does,  I  cannot  help  it  now.1 
The  time  draws  nigh. 

That  I  muft  meet  Francifco !  Oh,  that  word 
Gives  heavinefs  a  new  unto  my  Soul, 

And  makes  my  thoughts  run  backwards. 

The  Accidents  oth’  day  feems  Ominous 

Ta 
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To  ail  the  Houfe,  but  moft  of  all  to  me. 

My  guilty  Breaft  feels  moft  of  mifery. 

This  time  will  quickly  ov.er,  then  I  (hall 
See  what  they  tend  to,  or  not  fee  at  all. 


«  There’s  comfort  yet,  that  miferies  at  height 
<e  Lofe  their  firft  property,  which  is  to  fright. 


The  End  of  the  Third  Aft, 
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Ad  the  Fourth. 
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Caelia  on  a  Couch ,  Flora  by  her . 


i 

J  5 1 


C*l.  pVtwvi,  I  cannot  fleep,  for  all  my  thoughts 


"l  Infeded  with  my  griefs,  flyeup  ana  down, 
Colleding  only  things  to  keep  me  waking. 

Flo.  I’le  not  ftir  from  you.  Madam,  (all  this  Night. 

C«l.  Flora ,  thy  diligence  deferves  Reward, 

And  1’le  not  long  be  backward  for  to  thank  thee. 

But  prethee  fing  that  Song  I  love  fo  well. 

That  harmony,  perhaps,  will  Gharm  my  cares, 

$iid  give  my  fenfes  Reft. 


The  Song.' 


.u  'io  ah 


I. 


Flor.  flngsi  Cheridon,  in  vain  yon  boaft,i 


You  (till  do  Cloris  Love  j 
For  better’tis your  heart  were  lojl. 

Then  thus  fufpitious  prove  : 
You  then  would  kill  me  by  d/fdain, 

Jtut  dying  thus  you  blot  my  Name. 

~  H  2 
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For  all  will  fay 

Cloris  vp as  falfe y  and  wtnt  ajlray  5 
Cloris  wasfa/fey  and  did  deferveher  fhame0 

2. 

Far  Shepherd.,  well  you  knowy 
Tour  Fame  dees  wine  excell  • 
yS'  //  Genrous  Choridons  ofo 
But  none  my  ^ ale  can  tell : 

Clori$5  though  truey  mujt  lofe  that  Namey 
But  Choridon will  keep  his  Fame  -y . 

For  ill  will  fay  ■  , 

Cloris  wasfalfe ,  and  went  a  fir  ay, 

Cloris  was  falfe,  and  did  deferve  her  fhame. 

3* 

But  Cruel  Shepherd,  when  joubear 
That  I  am  dead  indeed, 

1  do  believe  you’ l  fhed  a  tear. 

Though  now  you  have  decreed. 

That  Cloris truirnujt 'toff  that  Name, . 

For  Choridon  to  keep  his  Fame : 

■dnd.then  you’ l  [ay 
Cloris##  true,  and  he’ re  did  fray  • 

Cloris  was  true,  and  l  deferveher  [name. 

,  (oU'unL&uiJliiiA  -  *  *- 


Flora.  She’s  falnafleeppmayrione  but  happy  Dreams 
PofTefs  her  Fancy.  [The  Scene  [huts. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Jafper  in  the  Garden; 

Anto,  Your  confidence  in  this  doth  much  amaze  me. 

Jafp.  Sir,  (till  I’le  pawn  my  Life,  that  what  1  faid} 

Appears  e’re  long  a  truth  Infallible^' " 

And  your  own  Eyes  will  bear  rpe  witnefs  of  it. 

Ante.  W ell, .pitch  upon  a  private  ftand  for  us. 

That  you  know  molt  convenient.  [  £*.  Jafp. 

IS?^  ’rut  nMff  h* 

If  this  fhould  prove*  fall noqdaftep  this,; 

I ’ve  threaten'd  him  ivith  D’dStH  ;upon  the  failer. 

Yet  Hill  he  has  perfilted  to  alM&r,  ' 

Befides,  I  climb’d  the  Carden  Wall  before  hioii, 

r  t-  •  ' 
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And  that  way  gave  him  time  for  his  efcape, 

If  he’d  defign  to  make  it :  Thefe  Circumftances 
Do  half  perlwade  ’tis  true.  Oh,  apprehenfion  ! 

So  terrible  the  confequence  appears, 

It  makes  my  brain  turn  round,  and  Night  feem  darker. 

The  Moon  begins  to  drown  her  felf  in  Clouds, 

Leaving  a  duskifh  horror  every  where. 

My  fickly  fancy  makes  the  Garden  feem 
Like  thofe  benighted  Groves  in  Pluto  i  Kingdoms, 

Which  Poets  fancy  that  the  damn’d  Inhabit. 

Jafp.  My  Lord,  my  Lord.  [  Enter  Jafper, 

4nto.  What  now  ? 

Jafp.  The  Garden  Door  juft  opens,  ftep  this  way,  left 
You  be  feen.  [  Tkj  chf f • 

Enter  Francifco  and  Sebaftiani 
Fran*  ’Tis  hardly  late  enough,  we’l  ftay  a  little. 

For  I  perceive  no  light  i’th’  ufual  W'indow. 

Sebaflj  But  are  you  confident  Antonio's  abfent  ?  : 

Fran.  I’m  told  for  certain  that  he  went  from  home 
To  fee  Don  John  Valafco ,  who  is  lick. 

Selafl.  Nay,  then  with  fafety  we  may  walk  a  turn, 

Though  I  confefs,  do  what  1  can,  my  fears 
Surmount  my  Reafon,  and  perfwades  there’s  danger. 

Fran.  A  hundred  times  I’ve  paftit  in  as  much. 

Yet  then  with  confidence  you  flighted  all; 

Prethee  forbear  to  urge  them  any  more ; 

I’m  half  turn’d  Coward  wi'h  your  fears  already. 

Sehajt.  Let’s  take  a  turn  then  further  from  the  Houfe, 

And  by  fome  other  talk  divert  our  thoughts.  [  Etoeunt.. 

rinto.  Jafper,  I  find  thy  Informations  true. 

Thus  far  at  lead  $  thefe  are  my  Wife’s  kind  Couzens.- 
Hell  rid  e’m  from  the  World. 

Jafp.  A  hundred  times  they  had  been  here  before 
In  as  much  danger :  Mark  you  that,  my  Lord  ? 

-dnto.  I,  and  his  Soul  retorted  back  the  Lye, 

For  they  in  all  their  Lives  ne’re  knew  a  danger  • 

Equal  to  that  they’re  near :  Heark !  how  the  Owl  \ 

mmoas 
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Summons  their  SouE  to  take  a  flight  with  her. 

Where  they  fhall  be  Eternal !y  benighted  : 

Now  I  again  believe  it  was  a  Witch ; 

For  here  me- thinks  I  fee  a  thoufand  Devils 
Waiting  in  the  Air  with  fire- forks  in  their  hands, 

Juft  as  our  City  Serjeants  wait  with  Maces, 

To  tofs  their  Soul,  to  their  Eternal  Prifon  j 
Look  there,  that  flafh  of  Lightning  does  confirm  it. 

Nay,  do  but  ftay  a  little,  you  ihall  have  all. 

All,  all ;  not  a  Soul  of  e’m  fhall  efcape  this  Night. 

No,  no,  ’twill  fpoil  good  Company  to  part  them* 

But  hold ,  a  Light  appears,  draw  back  to  cover.  [  Exeunt* 

X*  .  .  •  '  .  V 

9  -  ■.  7/  ciii!  j  ,  i  ,  .  v  ,  .  v /  y  i  .  *\  i  k  y 

Enter  f  rancifco  WSebaftian. 

Sebajl.  The  Light  is  there,  make  hafte  and  give  the  fign. 

S  Francifco  ftrikes  a  Key  upon  bis  Sword  $ 
l  Eugenia  appears  dove  in  Caelia’s  Gown. 
Eug.  Who’s  there,  Yranafco  ? 

F ran.  The  fame,  and  would  defire  your  Company  below. 

Eug.  This  diftance  fits  us  better !  Oh,  F rancifco, 

Had  we  but  alwayes  kept  it,  I  had  been 
A  fpotlefs  Off’ring  to  my  Bridal  Bed, 

'But  now  muft  cloud  my  Marriage  Joys  with  ihame. 

And  fear  of  what  will  follow. 

F ran.  Pray  defcend,  this  diftance  is  not  fafe, 

The  Family  may  chance  o’re  hear  our  words, 

Eug.  I’ve  more  caufe,  fhould  I  come  down. 

You  would  attempt  my  ftrength,and  Argument 
To  violate  my  Vows,  asfitft  you  did 
My  Virgin-Honour. 

Fran.  No,  upon  my  Life,  do  but  defcend. 

And  may  the  Heav’ns  pour  all  their  Vengeance  me 
If  I  do  attempt  you  with  a  fillable 
To  break  your  Refolution. 

Eug.  Is  any  with  you  ? 

F ran.  Yes,  my  Friend,  Sebafyian. 

Eug.  Let  him  fpcak,  then. 

Sefoft,  Madam, 
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’  Sebafl.  Madam,  upon  my  Life,  I  will  fecure  you. 

And  glory  I  have  lo  much  caufe  to  doit. 

Eug.  Your  Virtue  I  rely  on  for  my  fafety.  5  she  takes  the  Ergo 
Enter  Antonio  and  Jafper.'  ‘  from  above* 

Anto.  I  cannot  hear  their  word's,  yet  I’m  fure 
It’s  Ceclia’s  there,  her  Habit  tells  me  that. 

Let’s  draw  a  little  nearer. 

Sebafl.  Look  there,  ¥rancifco,ate  not  thole  two  Men 
Are  creeping  there?  ' 

F ran.  ’Tis  fo,  let’s  flip  afide.  [  Ex.  Fran,  and  Sebaftian. 

Enter  Eugenia  below. 

Eug .  Where  are  you,  Couzen  F randfeo  ?  Are  you  there  ? 

Anto.  I,  here,  here,  perfidious  Woman.  [  Stabs  her,  floe  falls, 

Eug ♦  Oh,  ¥rancifco,  ’tis  an  inhuman  deed,  [  Ex.  Ant.  Jafp. 
To  kill  me  thus,  ’caufe  1  would  lin  no  longer, 

But  thou  haft  kept  thy  word,  and  took  thy  leave. 

As  I  muft  now,  of  all  the  World,  and  thee - oh,  oh  — 

Enter  Gerardo  and  Servant. 

Cer.  Pray  Heav’n  I  be’n’t  too  late,  the  Garden  door 
So  open  makes  me  wonder :  Heard  you  no  groans  ? 

Setv.  I  think  I  did,  my  Lord ;  heark.  Sir  again. 

Eug.  Oh,  oh  j  1  fain  would  live  a  little  longer. 

If  but  to  ask  forgivenefs  of  Gerardo , 

My  Soul  willfcarce  reach  Heav’n  without  his  Pardon. 

Ger.  Who’s  that  wou’d  go  to  Heav’n,  and  wants  my  Pardon  ? 

Take  it,  what  e’re  thou  art,  and  mayft  thou  be 
Happy  in  Death,  what  e’re  thou  didft  defign. 

Eug.  Is  that  Gerardo  s  Voyce?  Sure  lofs  of  Blood 
Doth  make  my  fancy  Idle :  Is’t  Gerardo  }  ; 

Ger. Thou  greateft  Blelfingof  my  Soul,  it  is. 

Eug.  No,  no,my  Lord,  you  will  abhor  my  Name, 

When  I  fhall  tell  the  ftory  made  me  thus. 

Ger.  Heav’n  knows  1  fooner  Ihould  abhor  my  Life : 

But  tell  me  the  Author  of  this  horrid  mifehief. 

That  I  may  flye  as  quick  to  my  Revenge, 

As  thefe  fad  thoughts  do  feize  upon  thy  Soul. 

Eug,  When  you  (hall  hear  my  ftory,  your  Revenge 

Wil, 
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Will}  as  I  fear,  vent  againft  me  in  Curfes. 

Ger.  Were  thy  Crimes  great  as  theirs  that  left  thee  thu. 

By  all  thy  Virgin  hopes  1  would  not  Curfe  thee. 

Eug .  My  Lord,  that’s  it  you  are  deceiv’d  in. 

6>/  .  Nay, now  thou  rav’ft  --  help  mero  bend  her  body 
Her  lofs  of  Blood  will  keep  her  (lory  from  me ; 

And  I  fhall  Livei’th’  dark,  and ne’re  Revenge  her. 

Eug.  Alas,  my  Lord,  my  Couzen,bafe  Francifco , 

Being  let  in  by  my  accurfed  Nurfe-, 

Came  to  my  bed,  and  there  by  force  and  ftrength  obtain’d 
His  hated  ends. 

Ger.  Oh, damn’d  Villain, he  fhall  not  long  furvive 
Toboaft  of  it. 

Eug.  Had  I  Raid  there,  and  not  confented  further, 

I  fhould  have  needed  pity,  and  not  pardon. 

Ger.  Tell  all  the  reft,  for  this  is  fo  furprizing. 

I’d  fain  perfwade  my  felf  it  was  a  Dream. 

Eug.  After  this  Fatal  lofs,  a  fhame  fucceeded. 

Shame  that  produc’d  fear  •,  infus’d  by  threats 
Urg’d  both  by  him  and  her,  wherein  they  Laid, 

If  1  refus’d  to  grant  that  willingly, 

Which  he  at  firft  did  force,  they  would  declare 
The  Adfion  to  the  World,  fo  to  difgrace  me. 

Ger. O  that  old  wrinkl’d  Hag! that  fhe fhould  plot  this. 

Eug ♦  W  hat  will  not  wicked  Age  effedt  for  Gold  ? 

But  they  at  laft  made  fear  or’e-come  my  Vertue, 

And  I  by  that  made  all  their  guilt  my  own, 

Meeting  him  here  ftill  when  ne  did  appoint. 

ger.  Well,  this  confeft,  how  came  you  by  thefe  W  ounds  ? 
Eug.  My  Lord,  Y-rancifco  did  entreat  my  Company 
This  Night ;  when  as  I  enter’d, 

Without  a  word,  but  here,  perfidious  Woman, 

He  ftab’d  me  in  the  Breaft,  and  left  me  thus. 

G?r.Hadft  thou  been  dead,and  Angels  told  the  ftory, 

I  fhould  have  thought,  in  Envy  of  tny  worth. 

They  had  invented  it,  and  ne’re  believ’d  it. 

Eug.  I  have  no  breath  to  tell  you  •,  oh,  my  Lord, 
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1  do  forget,  they  ftill  are  rn  the  Garden - 

Have  a  care  of  — ; — 

Ger.  Have  a  care  of  what  ?  Oh,  fpeak,  Eugenia,  fpeak. 
She’s  gone,  fhd’sgonej  and  could  not  tell  her  mind : 
What  is’t  I  mult  have  a  care  on !  0  fome  Angel 
'i  hat  waits  to  fhew  her  Soul  the  way  to  Heaven, 

Come  back  and  tell  me,  what  it  was  fhe  meant ; 

Was  it  her  Reputation  fhe  took  care  of  ? 

No,  no,  that  cannot  be,  had  it  been  that, 

•She  might  have  kept  the  ftory  to  her  felf  •• 

And  there  been  Canoniz’d  :  Was  it  of  me 
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She  did  exprefs  her  care  ?  If  fo,  ’twas  needlefs ; 

For  he  that  lets  me  Live  to  kill  Francifco , 

Though  he  does  fo  by  me,  when  that  is  done, 

Shall  have  my  thanks  and  Prayers  i’th’  other  World  j 
But  ftay,  they’re  in  the  Garden,  He  go  look  e’m, 

<c  For  if  Revenge  fo  juft  I  do  delay, 

5C I  fhall  deferve  Heav’ns  Vengeance  for  the  ftay. 

Enter  Francifco  and  Sebaftian.  . 

Tran.  Who  fhould  they  be  I  wonder  talk’d  fo  long  ? 

Sebaft. Sure, when  fhe  found  us  not,fhe  would  retire. 

Tran. No  doubt  on’tjyet  I  amnot  fatisfy’d  what  two 
Thofe  were,  and  why  they  ftaid  fo  long. 

Could  your  Ear  reach  to  underftand  their  words  ? 
5r^ji,No,not  a  fy liable  more  then  a  humming  noife. 

Tran.  Nor  mine;  but  now  they’re  gone,let’s  walk  that  way 
’.Twill  be  the  beft  to  mifs  them. 


[  Exeunt, 
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Sebaft.  Content. 
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[Exeunt, 


Enter  Don  Gerardo  and  Servant. 


:■  iom  tv  : 


Ger,  It  is  in  vain  to  look  e’m  if  they  hide. 

The  Garden’s  large ;  befides  perhaps  they’re  gone  ♦ 

We’l  to  the  Body. 

Serv.  You’re  by  it  now,  my  Lord. 

Ger.  This  Accident  amazes  me  fo  much/ 

I  go  I  know  not  where, 

I  Enter 
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Enter  Francifco  and  Sebaftian. 

Serv,  See  there,  my  Lord,  two  Men. 

Fran.  Ware  pretty  near  the  Window,  there’s  no  Light. 

Gi y.  Have  at  thy  heart,  Francifco,  [  Ger.  and  Servant  draw. 

This  Token  from  Eugenia. 

Fran.  Nay,  then,  at  thine :  Be  whom  thou  wilt,  that  Name 
Tells  me  thou’rt  no  Friend.  ,  ")  They  Fight,  the  Servant  (hoots 

Sebafl.  Courage,  Sebafiiadsby  thee.  (  Sebaftian  juft  as  Francifco 
My  fears  are  come  about,  for  I  am  kill’d  5  [runs  Gerardo  through,  which 
Francifco,  fare  thee  well.  [  Dyes.  ]  yurfH,ag>Scrvaxt  kjllshimtoo. 

Fran.  'Tis  double  Death  to  fee  my  Friend  dye  thus* 

Was’t  not  enough,  you  Fates,  to  take  my  Life, 

But  I  muft  guilty  be  of  murd ’ring  him. 

Serv.  My  Lord,  how  do  you  ? 

Ger.  Making  what  hafte  1  can  to  meet  Eugenia. 

Serv.  O  me !  Unfortunate !  -  • 

Ger.  Bewail  me  not ;  Death  is  a  pleafure  to  me,  , ;  > 

Since  I  can  fee  Francifco  Jye  there  by  me  j 
But  ask  him  e’re  I  dye. 


What  made  him  kill  Eugenia  ? 

Fran.  What,  is  Eugenia  Dead  ? 

Ger.  Why  feemsit  ft  range  to  thee,  who  bafely  haft 
Firft  Rob’d  her  of  her  Honour,  then  of  Life. 

F ran.  Gerardo ,  it  .was  cruelty  to  kill  her,  being  as 
Yet  (he  had  not  done  thee  wrong,  and  dying, 

I  rejoyce  I  have  Reveng’d  her. 

Ger.Francifcofme  thy  Crimes  havemade  thepDe vil>  .  -J  ■ 

Qr  thouwould’ftne’re  transfer  thy  Treachery  f3f  » 

By  murd’ ring  her,  and  place  it  thus  on  me. 

F ran.  May  I  reach  Heav!n  as  I’mJnnopent 
Of  any  Death  but  yours :  W  hich  if  a  guilt 
Forgive  me  Heav’n  and  yojjas [Dyes. 

Serv.  He’s  dead,  my  Lord.  .  •  ,f!  f.  ;  ;  rl  '  .  .  .  ; 

Ger.  With  fucH  a  Lye  in’s  mouth  5  ‘  !  :  .  0 ’  o’. 

O  Heavenly  Angels  lead  me  not  this  way,  ,i  >•'  ’  ,v 

For  he  muft  alwayes  walk  i’th ’paths  of  falllipod  5 
Remove  me  nearer  to  Eugenia’s  Body  j 
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My  Spirits  faint  apace,  and  I  mud  follow  : 

One  word,  and  then  farewell  j 
1  have  no  time  for  to  Reward  thy  care  : 

Here,  take  this  Ring,  and  give  it  to  my  Brother, 

He  left  it  with  me  when  he  went  to  Travel  j 
Tell  him  I  Rill  preferv’d  it  for  his  fake, 

A  faithful  pledge  of  our  United  Friendfhip.- 
Bid  him,  that  by  this  Token  he  believes 
Three  words  I  left  within  my  Cabinet 
Concerning  thee  this  Evening :  He  will  do  it, 

And  ufe  thee  as  a  Friend,  as  1  have  done. 

Serv,  Fie  bear  the  Ring,  but  not  the  Meifage,  Sir } 

I  ne’re  will  feek  for  Friends  when  you  are  gone* 

Ger.  I  do  conjure  thee  do  it :  Tell  our  ftory  too 
As  true  as  is  thy  felf :  But  have  a  care. 

Wound  not  Eugenia’s  Fame  more  then  muft  needs. 

Vrancifco’s  and  Eugenia’s  dying  words 
Will  make  it  ftrangely  dark,  as  ’tisto  me, 

But  I  muft  leave  it  fo ! 

Give  me  thy  hand,  commend  me  to  Antonio ; 

Alas !  I  had  forgot  him,  pray  Heav’n  his  ftory 
Produce  no  further  mifchief ;  tell  C*lia  nothing 
Befor’t  be  day :  Bus’ncfs  comes  thronging  on  me, 

But  I  faint - make  but  one  Grave,  and  lay  us 

In  it  thus  — —  Farewell.  [  V)eS. 

Serv.  Now  dyes  the  jufteft  Man  the  Earth  contains, 

And  I  would  do  fo  too,  but  that  I  know 
Self-murderers  ne’re  muft  keep  him  Company  j 
I’le  fet  the  Bodies  up  againft  the  Wall, 

And  call  the  Watcn  j  what  if  they  fay  I’m  guilty. 

And  make  my  Life  to  anfwer  all  thefe  Deaths : 

Why,  let  e’m  do’t,  for  Death  would  now  be  well 
Since  to  furvive  his  lofs  to  me’s  a  Hell.  j  [  Exit, 

Enter  Antonio  and  Jafper. 

Jafp.  Come, come,  my  Lord,the  coaft  is  quiet  now. 

Anto.  I  hope  that  Piftol  fav’d  our  fwords  a  labour. 

Jafp.  I’m  fure  they  could  not  leave  the  Garden  yet, 

I  2  But 
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But  we  muft  needs  have  feem  e’m. 

Anto.  Nay, I’m  fbre  they  did  not  pafs  the  Garden  door, 

For  if  they  had,  we  fhould  have  ftopt  their  Journey. 

Jafp.  I  think  I  heard  a  talking  up  this  way. 

After  the  Piftol  made  us  leave  our  Port. 

Anto.  Though  I  did  leave  the  Door,yet  ftill  my  Eye 
Was  bent  that  way,  and  I  faw  none  to  pafs. 

But  ft  ay,  where’s  Celias  Body  ?, 

Jafp.  See,  my  Lord, 

There  is  a  Man  doth  hold  her  in  his  Arms. 

Anto,  It  is  Franc  if co  fure !  Have  at  his  heart.  [  Runs  at  Gerardo. 

How’s  this,  not  ftir  I  Nay,  then  he’s  dead 

Already - the  Moon  deceives  me,  or  it  is  Gerardo.* 

Oh  Heav’n’s !  It  is  my  Friend,  dead,  dead,  and  ftiff. 

And  my  accurfed  hand  hath  Wounded  him. 

This  is  not  C  delta  neither,  but  Eugenia  in  her  Gown ! 

What  ftrange  miftakes  are  thefe  ? 

Jafp.  But  who  are  here  ? 

Anto .  What,  more  ! 

By  Heav  ns  Francifco  and  his  Friend  Scbafiian  l 
Both  dead  too !  Death  has  had  a  Feaft  to  Night. 

Do  not  we  Dream  ?  As  for  this  Womans  Death, 

Surely  her  Fathers  Soul  did  guide  my  hand 
To  ftrike  the  blow,  fince  needs  (lie  muft  betray 
Her  Honour  to  F rancifcoym  thefe  meetings ! 

But  oh,  my  Sword  hath  pierc’d  my  Friend  Cjerardo. 

What  Fatal  Accident  mixt  his  Blood  with  theirs. 

But  (lay,  there’s  Light  appears, flip  into  the  Grotto.  [  Exeunt. 

Enter  Servant ,  Captain ,  and  fFatcby  with  two  Torches. 

Serv,  Here  is -the  difmal  place  I  told  you  of, 

And  here  the  Bodies. 

Capt.  A  fight  moft  terrible  in  time  of  Peace  ! 

But  did  Francifco  ftill  deny  her  Death  ? 

Serv *  To  his  laft  moment ; 

He  did  confefs  he  had  abus’d  her. 

But  would  have  plac’d  her  Death  upon  my  Lord* 

And 
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And  feem’d  as  much  to  wonder  we  dcny’d  it 
As  we  that  he  did  fo. 

Capt.  What  faid  Sebafian  ? 

Serv.  He  fcarce  did  fpeak  a  word  after  I  dipt  him . 

Capt.  'Had  we  not  beft  to  knock,  and  call  Antonio  ? 

Serv.  He’s  not  at  Home. 

Capt.  Yes,  but  I’m  fure  be  is. 

Serv.  He  was  not  late  at  Night,  for  I  was  there.  ^ 

Capt.  That’s  ftrange,  for  juft  at  diluting  in  o’th’  Evening 
I  met  him  at  a  Houfe  that  Rands  i’th’  Suburbs, 

Saying,  he  would  go  Home. 

I  think  however  we  had  beft  to  knock. 

Serv.  My  dying  Lord  made  it  his  laft  defire, 

That  Cttlia  might  not  be  difturb’d  this  Night. 

Capt.  Well,  take  the  Bodies  up,  and  keep  e’mfafe, 

Youfhallto  the  Vice-Roy’s  prefently  with  me, 

I  fcarce  perform  my  truft,  if  I  detain 
The  knowledge  of  foftrange  an  Accident 
A  moment  from  his  Ears,  whofe  Wifdom  will  . 

Dired  in  this,  which  far  exceeds  my  skill.  [Extant. 

Enter  Antonioand  Jafper. 

Jafp.  You  fee,  my  Lord,  that  I  was  in  the  right, 

I  only  faid,  it  was  my  Ladies  Gown, 

But  never  did  affirm  it  was  her  Perfon. 

Amo.  And  I amglad it isnot :  Now, if:Nurle;  ..  nnhrnH.; 
Fails  too  in  her  difcoveuy,  I  am  fafe $ 

For  if  we  keep  our  Councel,  all  thefe  Deaths,],. *rv/  ,f. , . 

Lye  pat  amongft  themftlves,  and  there’Snot  piie^.  . 

Except  Gerardo,  that  I’d  wifin  alive ; 

He  was  my  friend,  and  it  looks  Ominous,. 

That  I  fhould  Wound  him  fo,  thoughaftertSeathc.  ,  ‘ . 

Jafper ,  thy  diligence  fhan’t  want  Reward,  •? :  , 

But  that  muft follow:  Come,  let’s  away.  [Exit: 

Jafp.  My  Reward  follows !  I  believe  it  does ; 

’Faith,  my  good  Lord,  be  fure  it  be  a  good  one. 

Or  be  content  to  hang  for  Company  j 

Now 


/ 
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Now  hap  what  will,  Tie  rid  him  with  this  number; 

Till  I  do  make  him  fpend's  Eftate  to  Bribe  me : 
tc  I  was  his  Slave  before  for  fear ;  but  now 

f c  i’le  make  him  mine,  fincc  I  this  fecret  know.  f  Exit. 

The  End  of  the  Yourth  A3. 


Aft  the  Fifth. 


Caelia  Difcover'a  in  Bed Flora  by  her. 


C<el.  QUre  ’twas  a  real  Piftol-fhot  that  wak’d  me, 
O  Yet  from  a  Dream  fo  terrible,  it  did  it. 

That  I  had  rather  never  fleep  again, 

Then  hazzard  fuch  another ;  I  thought  I  faw 
Lye  dead  by  me. 

My  Lord  -Antonio ,  Don  Gerardo ,  Jafper, 

TheNurfe,  Yrancifco,  and  the  Young  Sehftian, 

With  Pedro,  and  thy  felf ;  this  dreadful  fight. 

Or  elfe  the  Piftols  noife,  1  fpoke  of,  wak’d  me. 

And  made  me  cry  help,  help,  which  frighted  thee. 

F lor.  Why  truly,  Madam, it  was  a  dreadful  Dream, 
And  I  as  much  was  frighted  at  your  call, 

Yet,  for  my  own  pare,  I  did  hear  no  Piffol. 

Cetl.  It  may  be  then,  it  only  was  my  fancy. 

For  truly  all  my  Dream  feems  ftill  to  me 
So  like  a  truth,  that  I  can  fcarfce  diftinguifh 
Whether  I  then  did  wake,  or  now  am  fieeping  ; 

And  but  I  fee  thefe  things,  and  thee  fo  plain, 

I  fhould  conclude  my  Dream  did  ftill  continue. 

F/or.Pray  Heav’n  divert  all  mifchief from  the  houfe. 
For  l  have  heard  it  faid  by  Learned  Men, 


-  'Tv.' 


V  til  *,  .  ** 


Nay, 
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Nay,  and  Religious  too,  that  Dreams  like  thefe, 

That  Rick  fo  fait  upon  our  fancies  waking, 

Are  guided  by  a  power  that’s  more  then  Chance, 

And  alwayes  are  portents  of  fomething  like  them  : 
l’m  fure,  for  my  own  part,  do  what  1  can. 

That  Dream  1  had  will  not  yet  leave  my  head, 

Which  makes  me  think  Jrfper  defigns  me  mifehief. 

O/.  F lora,  you  go  too  far,Dreams  are  but  lhadows 
Refleded  from  fome'Ads  the.day  preceeding, 

As  ours  are  now  }  for  from  thofe  Accidents 
Of  my  Lords  taking  Jafery  the  Dream  you  told. 

And  Don  Gerardo's  naming  of  F rancifco. 

Mine  now  is  formed  :  Thus  they  but  fucceed 
Things  part,  and  not  prognoftick  things  to  come. 

F  lor.  Pray  Heav’ns  thefe  do  not  do’t,but  I’m  afraid* 
Enter  Nurfe ,  frighted  with  Eugenia’s  Gbo(l. 

Nurfe .  Stand  off, Rand  off, what  makes  you  follow  me? 

I’m  fure  I  did  not  kill  you,  if  you’re  dead, 

Or  if  you  be  not,  why  are  you  fo  pale  ? - 

So,fo  —  (he’s  gone  —  but  what  made  me  come  hither. 

CaI.  What,do  you  Rudy  wayes  to  fright  me,  Nurfe  ? 

It  is  no  proper  time  to  play  your-  tricks. 

What  makes  you  up  at  fuch  a  time  of  Night  ? 

Look,  how  fhe  Rands  amaz’d,  and  doth  not  anfwer  * 

Think  you  I  take  a  pleafure  to  be  frighted  ? 

That  you  perfiftin’t  Rill? 

FJor.  What,  is  the  Woman  mad,  or  would  be  thought  fo 
What  makes  you  Rand  and  Rare  thus  ? 

Nurfe .  Did  you  fee  no  Body  ? 

Ge/.  Who  fhould  we  fee  but  an  Old  doting  fool, 

That  turn’d  a  Child  again,  would  Ad  like  one, 

And  can’t  find  a  proper  time  fort  neither. 

Flor.  What  make  you  up  fo  late,  Nurfe  ? 

Nurfe.  What’s  that  to  you  ?  It  may  be  I  fat  up 
To  make  my  Lady  merry  with  this  JeR, 

But  now,  forfooth,  I’m  grown  too  Old  to  pleafe  her. 

You  are  her  favourite  j - what,  come  again  ? 
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do  not  dare  fo  at  me  !  [  Shocks.  ] 

C<el .  There’s  fomething  more  in  this  then  barely  play  ! 
How  the  Old  Woman  ftar’d  ?  fure  fhe’s  run  mad ! 

For  fhame,  or  lorrow  Jtfyer  goes  away. 

Prechee  follow  her. 

Flor ♦  Since  you  will  have' me,  Madam,  I  will  do’r. 
Though  I  dare  fcarcely  venture. 

C<zL  The  greacelt  Objed  pity  hath, is  Age, 

When  it  returns  ro  Childifhnefs  again, 

As  this  Old  W  oman jdoth  ;  and  though  we  fay. 

That  Age  is  Honourable,  we  only  mean. 

When  Gravity  and  Wifdom  are  its  maiks. 

And  not  gray  hairs,  and  froward  peevifhnefs,  : 

As  ten  for  one,  are  known  by  to  be  Old, 

And  though  we  fee  this  true,  yet  we  would  all 
Prolong  our  time  tb  that  decrepid  date,  '  ‘ ,v 

When  nothing  bdtMitempt  can  wait  upon  us  •  ; 

How  ftrangely  fin  dafiards  our  very  Reafon, 

Making  that  guide  us  to  defire  knownifls 
Rather  then  joys,  chat  promis’d  vverdefefve;iot ; 

For  the  bed  Men  through  fenfe  of  guilr  dt>  f^r  ~ 

To  change  for  unfeen  joys  their troubles  '-l  n 

Enter'Nttrfe,  -  1  iE  ':}Kl 


[  Exit , 


[  Exit. 
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Nurfe *  If  thisGhoft  follow  dill,  ’twi  m.akejthe-  ttidd ; 


For  fure  it  is  a  Ghoft  it  looks  lo  pale  $ 

Ay,  and  Eugenia  s  Ghoft.,  I’m  fure  it  is  5 
But  who  fhould  kill  her  ?  May  be  Bon  Francrfcol 
Oh,  there  it  is  again - It’s  not  my  fault 


no 


Oh,  do  not  follow  me  then  :  What  (Tiall  I  do  > 

See  there  again,  fhe  points  unto  her  Breads - 

It’s  gone  again,  I  fear  ’twill  make  me  mad 


~x 

IJJ  If; 
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Fie  go  to  Prayers :  But  I  forget  my  bus’nefs 
My  Lord  will  come,  and  I  muft  let  him  in. 

And  Chew  him  what  I  promis’d,  br  he’]  kill  me. 

Enter  Flora. 


Jbii.v  i* 
iCr.t 


What,  come  again !  Oh,  Heav’ns !  ITe  ftop  my  Eyes, 
Flor.  Nurfe,  are  yon  mad  ?  or.-.::.:  " 


Aturfe*,  No, 
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Nurfe .  No,  you  would  make  me  fo !  But  1  defie  thee  — — 

Be  gone,  thcu  Spirit,  i’th’  name  of  Heav’n,  be  gone, 

Flor.  \A  ho  Ihould  be  gone  ? 

Nurfe .  Thou !  for  thouTt  the  Devil.  Come  not  near  me*’ 

Flo/.  My  Lady  fent  me  to  you - 

Nurfe.  No, no, fhe  did  not, for  fhe  lov’d  me  always, 

And  would  not  fend  the  Devil  thus  to  fright  me* 

Flor.  I  am  no  DeviJ,Nurfe,look  upon  me5Tm  Flora . 

Nurfe.  Ay,  where’s  the  Spirit  then  I  faw  juft  now  ? 

Flor.  There  was  no  vvorfer  Spirit  then  my  felf. 

Nurfe. No;  ’pray  Minx, what  makes  you  follow  me? 

Tie  fet  you  back  again  i’th’  Devils  Name, 

Come  you  to  fpy  my  A&ions* 

Flor.  No,  Nurfe,  my  Lady  fent  me, don’t  be  angry. 

She  was  afraid  that  you  were  running  mad. 

Nurfe.  I,  mad,  it  may  be  fo  $  now  1  am  Old 
I  muft  be  mad,  forfooth ;  but  time  has  been. 

There’s  ne’re  a  Servant  durft  have  laughtat  me. 

Nor  l’le  not  take  it  now,  no  that  I  won’t, 

I’le  tear  your  Eyes  out  firft.  7  She  runs  afterFlora,wbo 

Flor.  Nay,  foftly,  Nurfe;fo,fo  •  ay,there  !  £  (till  is  too  quick  for  hen 
Nurfe.  Where,  where  ?  I  fee  it  now.  It’s  ftrangely  pale  1 
O,  do  not  fright  me  fo  ;  it’s  gone  again. 

And  now  I  (hall  have  time  to  follow  you  •  * 

Nay,  now  He  tear  thy  Eyes  out.  I  As  Flora  runs  array ,  fhe 

Flor.  Oh,Nurfe, Nurfe  1  have  mercy  on  me,> falls y Nurfe gets  upon  her 
Do  not  fcratch  me  fo. 

Nurfe.  I’le  be  thy  Death,  there’s  nothing  (hall  preferve  you. 

Ah - are  you  there  again !  The  Devil,  the  Devil.  [  Exit. 

Flor*  ’Twas  well  for  me  her  madnefs  work't  again. 

And  made  her  take  a  whim  to  run  away. 

She  would  have  kill’d  me  elfe,  do  what  I  could ; 

Tie  ftay  no  longer,  left  fhe  come  again* 

I’d  not  be  in  her  fingers  as  I  was 
For  all  I’m  worth. 
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Enter  Captain,  Watch,  and  Servant; 

Capt .  When  I  confider  every  Circumftance 
Of  what  you  tell,  and  what  i  know  my  felf, 

I  mull  conclude,  I  ought  not  to  defer 
To  iearch  Antonio’s  Houfe  ••  if  he’s  from  home. 

As  you  pretend  he  is  :  It  makes  me  think 
There  is  fome  ftrange  Intrigue  defign’d  by  him. 

For  why  ihould  he  turn  back,  as  you  relate. 

And  then  obfcure  himfelf  in  fuch  a  Houfe  ? 

Befides,  he  told  me,  he  was  flrait  for  Home, 

And  yet  it  feems  he  was  not,  as  you  fay. 

Se>v.  It’s  truth,  upon  my  Life,  he  was  not  there 
At  pad  the  hour  of  Nine. 

_  Watch.  Who  comes  there  !  5  Enter  the  little  De  vil,  and 

Captain,  the  Devil,  the  Devil  1  l  runs  and  skuJkes. 

See  where  he  (lands  ? 


Capt.  O’  my  Confcience !  The  Witches  little  Familiar  again ! 

If  you’re  afraid,  let  me  come,  I'm  us’d  to 

Thefe  fort  of  Devils  !  Come,  come,  uncafe,  fit  f putters  like 
Uncafe,  young  Gamefter,  what  dippery  pranck  Ja  Cat,  Captain 
Are  you  about  now  ?  Don’t  you  remember  your  (  to  him. 

Lad  efcipe.  Sirrah  ? 

Devil.  Pray  Mailer  don’t  whip  me,  I’le  tell  all. 

Capt.  Out  with  it  then  ;  where’s  the  Old  Witch,  yourMiflrefs  ? 
Devil.  Alas,  Captain,  ("he  was  kill’d  to  Night  when 
You  brought  in  the  Watch  to  fearch  our  Houfe. 

Capt.  Kill’d,  by  whom  ? 

Devil.  I  know  not  that, but  we  were  putting  a  cheat 
Upon  a  Lord  there,  by  contrivance  of  his  Man, 

And  when  you  knockt,  we  ran  to  our  lurking  holes 
To  hide  us,  but  when  the  Coafl  was  clear,  we  came 
Out,  and  feeking  for  my  Millrefs, found  her  dead  in  one 
Of  the  holes, thruft  through  her  Body  with  a  Dagger  in 
Three  places. 

.  Capt.  What  cheat  was  that  you  put  upon  the  Lord  ? 

Dev. "We  A&ed  like  Devils, and  in  a  Song  made  him 
Believe  his  Wife  did  Cuckold  him. 


Capt,  This 
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Capt.  This  was  Antonio,  whom  I  met  there,  Sir* 

*  Devil.  Ay,  that’s  his  Name,a  mighty  furious  Man, 

He  faid,  he’d  kill  e’m  all  before  ’twas  day. 

He  made  me  quake  to  hear  him  5  1  hope  now. 

Captain,  you  will  let  me  go. 

C^f.No,no,you  Roguellf  he  has  done  more  mifehief 
You  fhall  be  hang’d,  except  you  find  your  Fellows 
That  joyn’di’th*  cheat  with  you  to  make  him  Jealous. 

Devil.  l’k  bring  you  presently  to  them,  and  fhew  you  all 
Their  holes  $  they  did  but  fend  me  out  to  watch  when 
The  Coaft  was  clear! 

Capt.  Who,  fay  you,  fet  you  on  to  this  defign  > 

Devil.  An  ill-look’d  Rogue,  his  Man,  the  Witches  Nephew 5 
I  think  they  call  him  Jafper. 

Capt .  Well,  take  the  Boy,  and  call  fome  of  your  Fellows, 

And  there  furprize  them  all :  Tie  not  defer 
My  fearching  to  prevent  the  mifehief 
That  Don  Antonio  further  may  defign. 

For  I  believe  he  had  a  hand  in  this 

Was  done  i’rh’  Garden,  however  the  miftake 

Did  happen  to  begin  between  the  Dead. 

Serv.  Come,  Sir,  make  hafte,  for  I  begin  to  fear 
Some  Tragedy  is  Aded  in  the  Houfe, 

For  Don  Antonio's  Rage  is  alwayes  quick. 

And  they  have  toucht  the  firing  willfiretch  it  higheft. 

Capt .  Come  then,  let’s  hafien  back; 

[  whirling  bebini  the  Stage. 

Enter  Nurfe 9 

/ 

Nurfe.  Ay,  that’s  his  whittle,  and  I  mutt  obey ’t. 

Why  Pedro,  Pedro !  What,  are  you  dead  afleep  ? 

Pedro,  I  fay. 

Pedro  within.  Who  calls  ? 

Nurfe. Pedro, xik  quickly,my  Lady  Crtlia  wants  you. 

Ted.  What  can  fhe  want  me  for  at  fuch  a  time  i 

Nurfe i I  know  not, but  Flora  came, and  laid  you  mutt 
Come  quickly,  I  think,  to  Ride  to  my  Lord. 

K  2  Fed.  I 
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Ted .  I  come,  but  I’Je  have  a  care  of  your  Tricks*  Nurfe.  <5 

Nurfe,  What  tricks?  What  do  you  S  Enter  Pedro  in  a  Night- 
Do  with  your  Sword  ?  }  Gomijvith  his  [word  in  s  hand. 

Ted *  Why,  Nurfe,  you  may  have  malice,  and  malice 
May  feek  mifchief,  which  becaufe  you  are  no  Witch, 

And  cannot  come  through  a  Key-hole  to  compafs, 

For  ought  I  know,  you  call  me  out  to  do  it - ha  ! 

What  whiftle’s  that  ?  [  wbiftle. 

Nurfe *  What  wbiftle !  Are  you  mad !  Go  to  my  Lady. 

Ted.  Still  I  fufpe<5t  you.  [  Exeunt. 

Enter  Nurfe ,  with  Antonio  and  Jafper. 

Anto.  Are  they  together,  Nurfe  ? 

\  Nurfe.  Yes*  my  Lord*  the  more’s  my  forrow  ! 

Anto.  Nay  then,  1  fee  the  Devils  did  fpeak  truth 3 
Francifcd ,  their  kind  Couzen*  Whor’d  them  both, 

By  Heav’nsthey  took  their  turns,  I  fee  it  plain ! 

O  that  I  could  invent  fome  horrid  Death, 

And  had  but  time  to  execute  it  on  them  3 
But  fince  I  cannot,  plain  ftabbing  will  do  well, 

The  lefs  they’ve  here,  the  more  they’l  find  in  Hell. 

Nurfe.  I  hope  you  will  not  kill  your  Lady,  Sir ! 

Anto.  Not  kill  her !  But  I  mutt. 

Nurfe .  What  have  I  done  ?  Oh,  oh.  [  Cryes  out  oh *  oh. 

Anto.  Hold,  ftop  your  mouth,  I’le  ftop  it  for  you  elfe^ 

They’l  hear  her,  and  efcape  ! 

Come,  Jafper *  are  you  ready  > 

Jafp.  Yes,  my  Lord,  I  follow.., 

Nurfe.  What  have  I  done,  one  Murder  on  another  ? 

I  fee ’t was  he  that  kill’d  Eugenia ,  now, 

By’s  naming  Don  Francifco  3  ob,  that  Jafper - 

Oh‘,  the  Ghoft  again - what  fhall  I  do  ? 

Cxliain  Bed ,  and  Flora  all  Bloody. 

Cal.  1’mforry  that  I  fent  thee, fince  fhe’s  mad, 

But  would  ’twas  day,  that  I  might  get  her  lookt  to. 

Flor.  I’m  fure  (he  has  fcratch't  my  facefufficiently. 

Cah  ’Tis  well  it  was  no  worfe.  [  Pedro  knocks. 

Flor.  Alas !  fhe’l  come  again ! 

fed.  Flora , 


[  Exeunt. 


[  Exit ♦ 
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Ted.  Flora,  Flora*  [He knocks. 

*  Flor.  Who’s  that,  !  What’s  the  matter  with  you  ? 

Fed .  Nurfe  call’d,  and  faid  my  Lady  would  fpeak  with  me. 

CaU  Bid  him  come  in. 

Flor.  My  Lady  bids  you  enter.  [  Enter  Pedro, 

r*/.  Pedro,  the  Nurfe  is  mad, 1  did  not  call  you, 

You  fee  how  fhe  has  fcratcht  poor  Fiords  Face, 

She  came  juft  now  fhreeking  and  Haring  hither) 

If  you  could  lock  her  up  into  fome  Room, 

It  would  do  well.  t  A  mife ,  Exiturus ,  be  fgbts,  and 

Ted.  I  hear  her  coming  up.  jEntersniih  Antonio,,  whom  when  be 
*1  hieves,  Madam,  Thieves  !  jfeesy  be  lets  fall  bis  point ,  and  is  kill'd , 
Qh  Fleav’ns,  it  is  my  Lord  !  C  Jafpcr  runs  Flora  through .. 

Jnto.  Damn’d  Letcher,  fo  it  is  I 
What,  does  your  Courage  fail  you - 

There,  take  that -  [  Runs  him  through. 

And  boaft  in  HelLthat  Don  Antonio’s  Sword 
Did  thee  thr  Honour  to  fend  thee  thither,  . 

Flor .  O  Heav’ns !  My  fears  were  true,  the  Rogue  has  kill’d  me. 
Anto.Now  Monfter  of  thy  Sex,  fee  this,and  tell  me  [  Falls  &  dyes * 
yVhat  are  the  effects  you  do  exped  from  it  ? 

Cal.  Death,  that’s  lefs  terrible  then  is  your  Anger, 

Which  I  perceive  by  it’s  effe&s  already. 

Upon  that  Innocent  Man  cannot  Hay  there. 

Ante  Ait  your  concerns  for  him,  when  they  fhould  be 
Employ’d  to  Heav’n  for  mercy  to  your  Soul  ? 

Nay,  then  Hell  take  it’s  Quarry  •  this  for  Don  Lewis, 

This  for  Don  Yrancifco ;  and  take  this  I  aft 
For  thy  infatiate  Luft  with  that  damn’d  Hind* 

Cal .  This  killing  me,  my  Lord,  is  very  cruel; 

Since  I  ne’re  finn’d  in  thought  againft  your  Honour. 

This,  as  I  do  expeft  Eternal  Reft, 

Is  fuch  a  Truth,  that  I  can  dye  in  it. 

Anto. O  Hell  and  Furies!  This  Womans  impudence  exceeds  youalf* 
See  there  a  Dog  juft  wrecking  from  thy  Bed,  . 

Hot  with  the  Labour  you  have  put  him  to  ; 

And  yet  in  thought  you  did  not  wrong  my  Honour. 

Cal.  From 
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C*l.  From  my  Bed,  my  Lord  !  You  are  abus’d ;  * 

Thar  fellow  was  not  here  full  half  a  minute, 

E’re  your  (elf  enter’d  !  Oh,  I  can  no  more - - 

Heav’n  and  the  World  grant  Pardon  for  my  Blood. 

For  ttuth  it  felf  bears  witnefs  5  I  dare  fay 
That  more  I  farrow  for  your  guilt  then  Death. 

Anto.  If  this  be  true,  tell  me  as  thou  art  dying, 

What  made  him  here  at  fuch  a  time  o’  Night  ? 

C<tl.  I  cannot  tell  more,  then  that  the  Nurfe  did  fend  him  $ 

And  (he's  run  mad  with  guilr,  or  ihame,  or  both  ! 

Oh,  I  can  fay  no  more - the  Room  turns  Round ; 

My  Lord,  farewell - Heav’n  pardon  you  all  Blood, 

As  i  forgive  you  mine - *  oh5  oh,  — — •  [  Dyt% 

***Antom  Her  Death  both  (taggers,  and  amazes  me  ! 

Are  thefe  Dead  too  ? 

Ped.  Net  yet,  my  Lord,  I  am  not. 

.Your  Sword  hath  left  me  fome  fmall  time  for  Prayers, 

And  it  had  need  $  for  I  believe  few  Souls 
Can  be  allur’d  to  find  their  way  to  heav’n 
Without  more  warning  to  begin  their  Journey. 

But  yet  I  do  not  find  much  caufefor  doubt. 

&  Antony  f\{  thou’fi  hopes, by  that  jt  do  conjure  thee 
Tell  me,  what  brought  thee  hither  ? 

* Ped .  The  Nurfes  madnefs ; 

She  call’d  me  from  my  Bed,  and  told  me,  Flora 
Was  fent  to  bid  me  come  unto  my  Lady, 

Which  though  I  fcarce  believ’d,  yet  I  did  do’t. 

Anto.  Why  did  you  fay  it  was  her  madnefs  did  it  ? 

Fed.  My  Lady  faid  fhe  was  fo,  for  (he  came 
Not  long  before  fhreeking  into  this  Chamber, 

So  as  you  enter'd  I  was  going  down 
To  lock  her  up  till  morning  in  fome  Room  s 
This,  as  1  hope  for  heav’n,  my  Lord,  is  true. 

Anto. Then  *cis  as  true,  that  I  muft  never  hope  for  it. 

For  I  have  kill’d  a  Wife  of  fuch  obedience  - - 

But  hold,  Lie  pump  the  Nurfe  - — —  who  fet  her  o;i 

To  tell  me  this.  [  Enter  Nurfe  frighted. 

Nurfe .  O ! 
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^  Nurfe.  O  !  whether  wiJJ  you  drive  me ! 

Be  gone,  be  gone ! 

k.  Anto.  Here,  here  (Tie  comes,  Tie  make  her  tell  me  all* 

Jafp.  But  I’le prevent  theftory  if  1  can.  — ■  l  Jafper  Runs 

Ante.  What, does  the  Villain  mean  to  kill  her  yet  ?  )  Nurfe  through 
Jafp.  Docs  fhe  not  deferve  it?  To  invent  fuch  lyes,  jbut/s  flaid  by 
And  do  fuch  mifehiefs  with  them.  (  Antonio. 

Nurfe .  O  thou  damn’d  Rogue !  Twas  thou  that  made  me  do’r. 

Jafp.  You  lying  Witch,  be  damn’d -  [  Offers  at  her  again. , 

Anto .  Forbear,  you  Rogue,  I’le  do  as  much  for  you  elfe. 

Speak,  why  you  did  it  ? 

Nurfe ♦  My  Lord,  h$  threaten’d  me,  and  made  me  do’c  $ 

And  taught  me  to  call  Pedro  when  you  knockr. 

Red.  Look  to  your  felf,  my  Lord,  he’l  kill  you  elfe.  \  Jafper  rum 
Jafp .  This  way  is  only  left —  hell  take  your  Tongue. }  Anto.behind, 
Anto.  Ah,  thou  haft  kill’d  me  $  yet  I  have  ftrength  enough 
To  fend  thy  Soul  co  hell.  Cl'bey  fight.  A  noife 

Jafp.  ’Tis  done,  1  am  catch’d  at  laft  in  my  <  without.  Jafper  is  mr- 

Own  Trap.  Oh,I  deferve  my  Death  for  want  L  tally  wounded. 

Of  fore-fight,  to  let  him  Liveafpyeupon  my  A&ions. 

I  fhould  have  ferv’d  you  thus,  and  thus3  J  Runs  Pedro  through 

And  thus  - and  ycu  too  thus.  c  as  be  lyes,  and  Nurfe. 

Red.  Oh,  0,0!  [  Pedro  and  Nurfe  Dy. 

Anto.  Infernal  Monfter !  how  his  malice  lalts. 
within.  This  way’s  the  noife. 

Enter  Captain,  Watch ,  and  Servant. 

C^.VVhat  horrid  fight  is  this?  V  Ve  come  too  late. 

Anto.  Too  late  indeed,  except  you’d  come  to  fave 
The  beft  of  Wives  that  there  lyes  murder’d 
By  my  accurfed  hand. 

Capt.  VVhat,C<*//4  dead  coo  !  What  made  you  do  t,  my  LorJ  ? 
Jafp.  Alas!  he  cannot  tell ,  the  Jealous  fool 
Was  but  an  Inftrument  in  my  Revenge  5 
’Tis  only  I  can  tell  you  why  fhe  dy’d. 

But  yet  I  would  not  give  that  fatisfa&ion. 

Did  I  not  fear  my  Name  would  be  forgotten, 

Exceptthis  Tale  of  my  Revenge  was  known  $ 

I&'- 
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Jo-which  I  {Hail  live  fa®  ou*.  - - 

Serv.  O  thou  Dogg  !  Doft  glory  in  the  mifcheifs  thou  haft  done'^ 
Jafp.  1,  and'have  reafo.n  ;  name  the  man  that  ever 
>D:d  in  one  Day  contrive  fo  many  Murders, 

And  make  'em  allSuccefsful. 


Capt.  Eut  what  fhouki  move  thee -to  this  Villainy  ? 

Jafp.  For  that  you  will  not  wonder. 

I  atn  Jafper  De  Mo*  folio,  Heir  to  that  Eftate 
..  This  Lord  doth  now  poifefs. 

dnto.  Ah  Heav’ns !  fomcof  that  defperate  Bandity 
Did  once  attempt  my  life. 

Jafp.  Yes  truly — ™ 

s*nto.  Poor  Cdlia ,  ?tis  no  wonder  thy  nvnd  did  boad 
/  Great  mifeiefsfrom  this  Fellow,  being  5 on  of 
.  Onedidftillcontrivetokillme,  for  whatthe 
King  after  juft  forfeiture  for  mighty  ferviccs 
Had  given  my  Father. 

J*fp.  O  Revenge ! 

Thy  fweetnefs  takes  away  the  tafte  of  Death. 

Eut  youT  lofe  my  ftory  5  which  in  fhort  is  this : 

That  Lady  lov’d  me  not,  and  therefore  I 
Made  her  Lord  Jealous,  took  him  to  a  Witch, 

And  there  I  fool’d  him  finely :  Till  the  Jade, 

Who  was  my  Aunt  indeed,  at  your  approach 
Would  have  difeover’d  all; which  I  prevented. 

And  ftopt  her  Mouth  with  this :  Then  I  contriv’d 
To  kill  Eugenia t  knowing  fhe  would  meet 
F rancifco  in  the  Garden  5  that  I  did 
Becaufe  fhe  call’d  me  Villain,  and  refus’d 
To  lent  me  Whore  her  too,  as  did  her  Couzen ; 

And  more5I  knew  the  Ample  Lord  I  ferv’d 
When  he  had  Murder’d  her,  as  I  fhould  make  him. 

Would  thank  my  Care,and  well  reward  it  too  : 

Nay,  I’d  have  him  do’t  for  his  own  fafety, 

That  ftill  the  Murder  might  be  thought  Franc i ftp's  • 

You  know  the  reft  i’th’  Garden.  I  taught  befides 
That  damn’d  Old  Hagg,whofe  fear  has  made  me  thus, 

To 
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To  put  this  trick  on  Tedro :  I  bid  her  call  him 
W  hen  tine  Qnould  hear  us  whittle,  -then  inhafte, 

And  all  undrert  fend  him  to  Calid s  Chamber, 

Whilft  we,  let  in,  might  meec  him  coming  chcncc, 

Thinking  the  Cuckold's  Rage  would  murder  all, 

And  never  hear  ’em  fpeak ;  but  there  I  fail’d. 

Their  dying  words  betray’d  me,  that’s  the  word, 

Or  I  had  liv'd  to  glory  in  their  Deaths ; 

But  this  my  Comfort  is,  he’l  not  futvive  me, 

I  have  done  his  bus’nefs  too  before  I  dye. 

Serv.  Was  er’e  fo  Impudent  a  Villain  feen  ? 

Capt.  I’le  try  to  ttop  his  wounds,  that  fo 
I  may  keep  him  for  Execution. 

Jafp.  Stand  off,  by  Hell, 

He  that  comes  near  me  finds  his  Death  with  this ! 

Think  you  I’m  grown  fo  tame  to  dye  by  Law ; 

No*  no,  I’le  not  endure  a  formal  Tryal, 

To  be  upbraided  with  thofe  things  I  think 
Deferve  a  Trophy  rather  then  Contempt, 

Which  fince  I  know  will  follow,  here’s  my  Bail, 

This  will  deliver  any  Man  from  Jayl. 

Let  Cowards  dye  by  hanging ;  fuch  as  I 
As  we  live  bravely,  thus  dare  bravely  dye.  Stais 

Captt  He  has  done  well ;  no  Excutioner 
Could  have  been  found  fobad  as  hrsown  hand, 

And  Hell  will  give  him  wha*  he  wants  on  Earth : 

And  yet,  my  Lord,  it  troubles  me  for  you, 

Since  my  Place  binds  me  to  fecure  your  Perfon, 

To  anfwer  Law  for  all  your  Rage  has  done, 

Anto.  Shame  almoft  flops  my  mouth ;  yet, Captain,  know 
My  wound  won’t  give  me  time  for  that  misfortune ; 

Stay  but  a  little,  let  me  fix  my  Eyes 
On  what  lies  here,  for  that  alone  would  give  me 
A  fudden  Death,  had  I  no  other  hurt. 

I  dare  not  hope  for  Heav’n,  having  done 
So  black  a  Murder  on  fuch  Innocence, 

And  yet  Ido  believe  her  Charity 
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Asitdiddying,  ftill  doth  beg  that  Pardon 
Might  from  above  be  granted  to  my  foul. 

Which  if  I  mifs,  as  i  have  caufe  to  fear. 

Then  lure  I  fhall  be  turn’d  into  a  Devil 
For  ever  to  Torment  his  C uried  loul 
That  led  me  to  thefe  mifehieis. 

T'  would  be  lome  eafe,  if  Heaven  but  granted  that. 

But  1  begin  to  faint !  Oh,  Bleifed  Soul 

Dart  forth  one  Beam  of  Light,  to  guide  the  way, 

Or  I  fhall  always  wander  in  the  dark . 

Night  feizes  me  already  :  yet  from  hence 
in  lpight  of  death  my  foul  fhall  take  her  flight, 

Go  wnere  I  will,  I  thus  fet  out  a  right. 

Serv.  Hesdead - 

Caph  By  dying  fo,  at  leaft  he’s  thus  far  happy, 
That  he  Efcapes  the  Punifhments  of  Tryal, 

And  the  Exemplar  death  muft  have  attended 
Which  to  a  man  fo  Jealous  of  his  Fame 
As  hp  was,  would  have  been  a  Hell  on  Earth. 

Your  Duty  to  your  Lord  will  keep  youfafe. 

Yet  you  mutt  to  the  Vice- Roy  go  with  me 
To  be  a  Witnefs  thereof  what  hath  happn’d. 

The  dory  elfe  willfeem  Incredible. 

Serv.  I  am  ready.  Sir,  for  all  you  fhall  Command 
Capt .  Oh  Jealoufie,  thou  licknefs  of  great  fouls. 

To  what  a  Rage  didft  thou  tranfport  this  Lord  ? 

For  had  his  W  ife  beenfalfeit  was  not  good 
By  Murd’ring  her  to  drown  himfelf  in  Blood  $ 
v  For  Lufl  may  be  Excus'd  fince  flejh  is  frail. 

But  Muyder  on  the  Soul  does  guilt  Entail . 


The  Curtain  Falls, 
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A  Tragedy,  and  not  Heroick.  Verfe , 

T  he  Comickpart  Jit  only  for  Farfe ; 

No  Atheifm ,  «or  any  man  we  know 
Abus'd,  no  repartee ,  wor  fplendid [how ; 

B ut  very  little  P>awdy,  and  lefswit , 

T he  Devil’s  in'tyrys  one ,  it  this  P lay  kit. 

Faith - may  be  not ,  and  may  be  too  it  will , 

For  Chancefomeiimes  exceeds  all  rules  of  skill. 

As  he  who  R  ageing  did  his  P encil  throw , 

And  Painted  that  by  chance, be  could  not  dr  aw 
For  we  ha  ve  feen ,  and  lately  too ,  a  Play 
Cry  d down  by  t ho/e  that  cannot  keep  away 
And  when  they  come  fpight  of  themfelves  they  flay . 

And  to  our  for  row  we  have  others  known. 

That  for  their  wit  have  Wit  itfelf  out-done, 

Andy  et  you  wits,  that  praije'emfeldom  come. 

So  the  Goodman ,  oft-times  for  caufe  unknown , 

Leaves  well-drejl  Beauteous  Wife  for  Homely  Joan. 

And  you  that  Miffes  keep  too,  I'm  afraid 
Do  fometimes  make  e'm  Jealous  of  the  Maid ; 

So  if  this  Play  not  drejl  by  rules  of Art 
Should  with  forne  Trickof Nature  catch  the  heart ; 
Wt'dgiveyon  leave  to  rail,  and  never  fear, 

Becaufe  we're  fur e you'd  come  to  do  it  here. 

L  2  Gallants 


Gallants  you.  fee  what  e  reyou  fay  or  do, 

Vdays  will  be  writ ,  and  we  fh all  A  SI  'em  too. 
Some  will  for  pleafure,  Jome  for  profit  write , 
Some  for  A ppfaufe,  and  Jome  will  do  *t  infpigbt , 
Such  bit  by  Crittickj,  Jlr  ait  run  mad  and  bite. 

T  bis  does  our  bu'snefs  ‘.but  we' d  have  you  know , 
VVe  wifi)  we'd  none  but  true  brisk,  wit  to fhow , 
VVe  filence  wifh  that  Men  might  hear  a  Play, 
Arid  wifh  that  Vizard  Maskjcould  keep  away : 

B ut  we  as  well  might  wifh  we  were  thofe  Kings 
VVe fometimes  Ac?,  as  hope  to.  fee  thefe  things. 
Then  fince  to  rail  oth ’  Stage  and  in  the  P/Y, 
Mu  ft.  in  this  fickjy  Age  be  counted  Wit ; 

And  that  th '  Infection  connot  befubdu'd. , 

VVe  Abhors  for  our  own  fakes  do  conclude , 

The  Itch  to  write  and  rail  will  ne’re  be  cur'd , 
And  therefore  faith  let'em  be  both  Endur'd. 
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P^ge  17,  Line  3 6.  For  your  read  their,  p.  13.].  i^.f.  Taylors 
t.  Juglers.  p.  31.  h  18.  r.  my  fears,  p.  38.  1. 7.  r.  Villain  by. 
p.  51.  1.  6.  {.firftr.wrft.  p.  5 3. J. 35. f* his  r.  in.  p.  57.  l.u. 
f.  there  r.  then.  p.  58.  J.  36,  f.  this  r,  his. 
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